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To the Right Honourable the 


LADY Harri Godolphin, 


MAD A M, 
„ 0 UR ſignal Favour to This 

Play during its Repreſentati— 

on upon the Stage, and Your 

great Generoſity to its Au- 

thor before it was acted, have 

encourag'd me to make an 

Offering ot Both to Your Ladyſhip ; and 


* 


to publiſh my Gratitude for ſuch uncom- 
mon Goodnels and Condeſceuſion. 

Not that by this I think ro add any 
thing to Your Character: The World was 
luficiently ſenſible of it before: And thoſe 
iang Qualities, by which Your Lady- 
hip is ſo eminently diſtinguith'd, could no 
more be hidden than they can be exceeded. 
is not therefore for Your fake that 1 ad- 
greſs ro You, but for my own; not to 
A 3 make 


— 2 * 


DEDICATION. 


make any Return to Your Ladyſhip, but 
to do Honour to my ſelf. W hich I ſhould 
not have preſum'd to have done without 
Your Permiſſion ; and even That brings a 
freſh Obligation upon me. For nothing 
could be a greater Improvement of Your 
former Bounry, than Your Leave to make 
this folemn Acknowledgment of it; and to 
Perſons of w our Landyſhip's Rank, we cans 
not publickly return Thanks for one Favour, 
without receiving another, 

Far what could reflect more Luſtre on 
This Pocm, than fo celebrated a Name pre- 
Hx'd to it? Tis the peculiar Glory of Tra- 
gedy, that it has always been the moſt a- 
grecable Entertainment to the Fair Sex 
who have been ever more indulgent to 
That, than to any other ſort of Poetry. 
Men are generally leſs capable ot thoſe ten- 
der Impreſſions, which the Ladies (who 
a e form'd with finer Sentiments) more 
eaſily receive. But if this be the beſt Pre- 
tence we can make to Maſculine Wiſdom, 
and Superiority of Reaſon; I think we had 
better make none at all. For certainly to 
be ſoon mov'd to Compaſſion, and ſenſible 
of the Misfortunes of others; is rather a 
Perfection in Human Nature, than an Ar- 
gument of Weakneis or Infirmity. 

'Tis for this Reaſon, Madam, that Per- 
formances of this kind are the moſt propet 

Oftcring: 


7 


DEDICATION. 


ut Noftferings to the Fair: And 1 am particular- 
d happy in preſenting This to one who 
ur Des all their Excellencies, without any of 
their Defects. 

But I perceive I am in Danger of diſ- 
obliging Your Ladyſhip, while 1 am doing 
You that Juſtice which will be highly 
pleaſing to every Body, but Your Self. I 
hall therefore only beg Leave to add, that 
ſince Love and Valour are the Springs of 
Tragedy, and give Life and Motion to it; 


N ab . |; 
on NNoching could be more proper than to ad- 


re- This to Your Lady ſhip, whoſe Fami 

ra-. remarkable, above any other, for gi- 
a. ing ſo much Beauty to the Court, and fo 
x ; much, Courage to the Field; the one to 
ro ($4979) the other to Detend Your Coun- 
TT AE the one to Triumph at home, and the 
1. {other zoroad. I am, 


<5 MAD A M, 


and moſi Humble Servant. 
Ar- | 


A 4 
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1 
1 
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't 

HAT. various Thoughts a Poet Breaſt divide, : 

When, brought before an Audience, to be try d'! " 

Guilty of Scribling. wi, beſeeching Hands, 3 
Beſore your Bar the Malefactor ſtands. 7 


Now hopes rl pleaſe; now doubts twill prove Aut dull; 
Mourns a thin Pit; yet dreads it when ti, full, 
Theſe are at beſt the anxious Writer's Cares: 

But He, who now your ſatal Cenſure fears, 

Has no great Man to Countenance his Muſe, 

And ſheld him from the Arts which Faction 725 1 
No nece ſary Friends 10 [tart Appiauſe, 7 7 


O'erpower Ill. nature, and ſupport i Causs.; 244 
ln 

Then "tis pure Tragedy which he prepares, \ r 

ith no relieving Interval of Farce. Nu 


Nay, but one Song; his Numbers rarely cl ime, 

Nor bleſs the Gall'ries with the Sweets of Rhims. 

Few Actor, are to fall, no Ghoſts to viſe; 

No Fuſtian roars, nor mimick Lightning flies; a * 

No Thunder from his Heroes, or the Ster. J 
With al! theſe Diſadvantages oppr eſs d, 

Fe /till has Hopes; and makes Hs bold Requeſt 


Jo Men of Senſe : and here are none, J know, 


But either are, or think at leaft they re ſo. 

To you with mode/t Awe, he dares to ſpeal: : 
Wi 4 not aſſume too much, yet ſcorns to ſneak; 
He boaſts not of his Genius, or his Rule; 
Nor in/olently calls his F udges, Fools, 


PROLOGUE: 

ret to Deſert diſclatms not all Pretence; 

» be ſo Modeſt would be Impudence. 

or ſurely his Preſumption muſt be great, 

ho dares iuuite his Betters to no Treat. 

$r0/s Dultneſs He expetts not you ſhould flatter; 

et leaves you room enough to ſhew Good nature 
ge yous would come, of all ill Paſſion eat d; 
atient to hear, and willing to be pleas d. 

ward and Fools are barbarows ; and think 

% Wit and Valour is to damm and ſink; 

ut Weakneſs in Diſtreſs ſtill finds Defence 

rom Men of Courage, and from Men of Senſt, 
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Dramatis 
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T0 AIST TG 

N 
WAPH 


M EX. 


' Mahomet the IVth, Emperor of the Tur. Mr. Betterton- 
Pyrrbys, Grand Viſier. 


Solyman, Brother to Mahomet. 


Haly, 
Cuproli. 


adus ſa, à Tartariar, Merchant. 


Atra- Mule, 


Zaida, her Confident. 


W 


Maratna, a Creature of Solynar's, 


Perſonæ. 


Mr. Verbrug gen. 
Mr. Powell. 


Eiſter Aga, or Superintendent of the Serag lio. Mr. Bowman. 


Mr. Freeman. 
Mr. Cory. 
Mr. Fiel abouſe. 


O MEN. 


Mrs. Brazegirdle. 


Mrs. Porter, 
Mrs, Leigh, 


Eunuchs, Valla's, Jonizaries and Attendants, 


SCENE, 


Conſtantinople, 


A B R A- 


„ LOVE and EMPIRE. 


. ENES 


Euter Murſa and Abra-Mule, 
ir dle. 
AUD 


. Anis Day, fair Alra, ſmiles on you, and 
XL & Nhines 


* — 8 K 
22 " 2 #175! 10 * 
In HA? Vis Curry, 


2 * 65 Auſpiciou:; happieſt Day of all your Life; 
ny In which you ſhall be rais'd from low 

2 the ſublimeſt Height of Earthly Greatneſs : 

oupht as the richelt Preſent to the Sultan, 

cecoten his Pleaſures, and adorn his Ccuit; 

entertein wich Toy his foiceſt Hours, 

3 charm the Worid's great Mer with your Beauty, 
Avr, Rather, as often as this Day returns 


2 Within 


— 


12 Abra - Mule : Or, 


[| | Within the Round of the reyolving Year ; 
Loet me be clad in gloomy, fable Weeds, 
| | | | "Exhauſt the ſpringing Fountains of my Eyes, 
| | ' Indulge my Grief, and waſte my ſelf in Mourning; 
| 


| | Beraiv's to Grandeur? No I ſhall be thrown 
| | | [Lower than firſt my vulgar Fortune plac'd me. 
O think not, Sir, to ſooth me with the Name 
Ot fa"cy'd Glory; for when Virtue's gone, 
And Intamy rakes place, tho you advance me 
Above the higheſt Monarch, you debaſe 
My humble Birth, and {fink me into Greatneſs. 
| Mur. Ungrateful Maid! — Are then my Benefits 
So bon forgotten? Doſt thou not remember 
| | That to this faving Arm thou ow'ſt thy Being? 

| 


Abr. I dp, and bleſs you for that gen'rous Action. 
Mur. Had I not interpos'd 'rwixt Death and thee, 
When | with Thouſands of my Country- men 
| Made an Incurtion inta Mw(covy, 
Hh, Thou hadſt not now ftood thus erect before me 
| To contradict my Wi Methinks I now 
| f | See the relentleſs Ruſhan, with his Sword 
|!  Uplifted, juſt prepar'd to give the Stroks, 
And thy bare Boſom heaving at the Point, 
Thy tender Innocence, and unripe Beauty, 
Wich then ev'n in a Child appear'd moſt lovely. 
Mod me to foft Compaſſion. Strait I ſeiz'd 
Bis threarning Arm, and ſtopp'd the coming Blow. 
Scarce then had Sev'n full Winters ſnow'd upon thee ; 
And hee Twelve Years in which thou haſt been mine, 
Say. have I not till od and cheriſh'd thee, 
With al! th? indulgent Kindoeſs of a Father? 
Abr. Hear me with Patience, Sir, 
Nur. Tus true, fince Affe Agen this Voyage, 
MAES 5 "iy 


FE 


— 


1 


ne, 


Love and Empire. 13 
She alwars has been frownrd, and appear d 
Averſe to my Deſign; but now of late 
Much more than ever — Ha! — I have a Thought; 
[+ muſt be {0 — Pi] put her to the Tryal, -——— [ Aſide: 
in ill Return you make me for my Kindneſs, Io her, 
Forgetful Abra; but ſince no Perſuaſions 
an bend you to my WI, Il] once comply 
With 2 fond Woman's Humour, be content 
To loſe my Journey, and return again, 
And nove | hope thou'rt fully fatisfy'd. 
Ha! What, not move? What farther would'ſt thou ask? 
What means that humble Poſture, and thoſe Tears ? 
Abr. Kneeling. ] Nias! why will you break my tender Heart t 
Mir, Thy Words amaze me, Didft thou not defire 
"o fly the loath'd Embraces of the Sultan, 
aud to return again? 
Abr. did indeed 
Nefire to Ay tht Embraces of the Sultan; 
And yet upon my bended Knees would beg you 
Not to return again. 


Mur, *Tis fo for certain. [| Aſide. 
underſtand you not, explain your Meaning [To her. 


Abr. Since then you urge me to the Brink of Fate, 
"hu nothing but the Fear of Separation 
From the moſt dave of Men, and beſt of Lovers, 
ould foren me to diſcloſe the mighty Secret; 

9:1 unlock my Breaſt, and lay before you 
he iumoſt Thoughts and Counſels of my Soul. 

eben (but ere my Story reach your Ears 
rn to forgive; and arm your ſelf with Patience) 
12 tiuce the time ther mine and your Dehy rer, 
ne gen rous Viſier, the thrice Noe Fyrrhus, 
ecud us in our Journey to this City, 

From 
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4 Abra - Mule :-Or, 
From the rough Infvleace of ſtern Polonians, 
J have in ſecret lov'd that wond'rous; Man; 
And he with equal Fire receiv'd my Paſſion. 
And during th ſe tour Months, in which I lay 
Hinder'd from Travelling by tedious Sickneſs, 
We have by mutual Intercourſe, exchang'd 
Each other's Souls — Ev'u now, while my dear Lord 
Is abſent at the Wars, and leading on 
His ſacc'ring Troops to raiſe the Siege of Buda, 
He has not been unmindful of his Love, 
But has by Letters 
Mur. Yes, TI underitand you 
You are of late, it ſeems, grown intimate 
With che chief Miniſter of State For bim 
You would reſerve your ſelf, for him you'd ſtar, 
For him you would avoid th' Imperial Bed, 
But bear me, Maid — Nay, do not kneel and weep, 
Nor thick to mollifie me with thy Pray cs: 
For know thy Sentence is already paſs'd, 
Nor is it in my Power to reverſe it, 
Already I've contracted for thy Beauty, 
And all thing: are prepar'd for tby Reception; 
Therefore, o more — Attend me in this Hour 
To be preſented to the World's preat Lord. 
rarewe!, and think of nothing but Obedience. [ Exit, 
Aby. © larſh Command! Cruel, Hard-hearted Murſa, 
Inexorable, obilinate old Mar, ! 
Obedience! What Obedience? and to whom: 
But why (alas!) da!] deliberate, 
As it I were my own, and all ray Actions 
At Liberty ? Superior Violence 
O'er-rules my Will; I mult of force obey, 
Becauſe 1 hare no Power to make Reſiſtance. 


11 
* 
or 


Love and Empire. 15 
nd am too impotent to be Rebellious. © 
Enter 7.31da arid Pyrrhus. 
Zaid. In Tears? — hut ſee, I bring you Comfort, Madam. 
Ahr. My Lord, my Life return'd? Then all my Woes 
hall be forgot; at leaſt 1 will a-while 
uſpend my Griefs, and be all Joy and Pleaſure, 
o weleome, with the moſt tranſporting Raptures, 
that my Soul holds dear. 
pr. Thou lovelieft Creature, 
too, at Sight of thee, have loſt the Senſe 
f paſt Misforrunes — Juſt at my Arrival 
aft Night, by favour of the friendly Darkneſs, 
licher | came private and unattended, 
Directed, by thy Letters, to the Place 
{ thy Abode; and ever fince have waited 
or 2 convenient Opportunity 
To gain Admiſſion here; which Murſas Abſence; 
1d Zaida's Help, at laſt have givin. — And now; 
the reviving Proſpect of thy Beauties, 
[ict leaves my Breaſt, and healing Joy ſucceeds, 
ou ſmiłſt — Let Fortune frown then, I'll deſpiſe hes 
; uot regard the Sulran's cold Reception, 
ace arm welcome to theſe Arms —— 
by, Yes, my dear Lord, I may without a Blaſh 
lecgiy theſe chaſte Embraces ; and to you, 
love with Honour, I with Innocence 
lay vive theſe Tokens of my vow'd Fidelity, 
it alas! am doom'd to guilty Joys, 
o ihe deteſted Arms of Mahomet; 
malt, in ſpight of me, refiga my Honour, 
nd wrong our mutual Loves, —- Iajurious Myrſa, 
jeſniting Tears, and deaf to all Intreaties, 
4 {worn this Hour to yield me to the Sultan; 


"rd 


And 
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And J, by all the Arts of virtuous Fraud, 

No longer can deceive him, 
Pyr. © the Villain ! 

Can ought that's human har our fo much Baſeneſs! 

Are then the Joys of this bleſs'd Meeting daſh'd 


So ſoon? So ſoon will Fortune ſnatch thee from me; 
Thus like one 


And mock my vain Embraces? 
Who in a Dream, with mighty Toil and Labour, 
Strives to embrace ſome viſionary Form; 

Juſt as he ſeems to claſp the lovely Object, 

It flices away, and vaniſhes to Air: 

So I, who thro' oppoſing Difficulties 

Have cut my tedious Way to thy lov'd Arms, 

At length am diſappointed; and but ſee thee,' 

To take my laſt Fare wel. Q ſlippery State 
Of Human Pleaſures, fleet and volatile! 
Giv'n us, and ſnatch'd again in one ſhort Moment, 
To mortifie our Hopes, and edge our Sufferings! 


Abr. When you, in a Phylician's Garb diſgu is d. 


Came without Interruption to my Lodgings ; 
I on{uſpected could diſſemble Sickneſs, 
But when the Clamours of your luft'ring Country 
Tore you from me, and ſent you to the Wers: 
Then, left my feign'd Diſeaſe at lergih ſhould be 
Detected by a ie Phyfician's Skill; 
] was oblig'd to lay that Mask aſide, 
And ovn my ſelf Recoy'ring, 

Pyr. Twas indeed. 2 
impoſſible for thee to manage long 
A Fraud like That; unleſs thou could'ſt with Art 
Fxticguiſh all thy Charms; for ſurely none 
Could ſo tar be impos'd on, as to think 
Tnat the grim Form of pale and meagre Sickneſs 
Could e er be ated in a Face ſo lovely, 


Love and Empire. Ty 
Abe, With many a vain Excuſe, and falſe Pretence 
Dia J, till now, defer the fatal Hour: 
But the ialatiate Avarice of Murſa, 
No longer patient of my ſlight Evalions, 
Relolw'd at laſts and fix d upon this Day 
To ſacrifice me to the Sulran's Pleaſure, 
Pyr, Can nothing then content that greedy Tartar, 
Bur Trading with the Purchaſe of thy Virtue? 
Demn'd Avarice ? Curſed, deſtructive Avarice! 
Thou everlaſting Foe to Love and Honour. 
What will not this vile Merchant turn to Trafuck, 
f Chaſtity it ſelf be ſet to Sale, 
And Innocence and Virtue cannot *ſcape him! 
But l' not talk away theſe precious Moments: 
Put fly with all the Wings that Love can lend, 
To ſind this ſordid, mercenary Churl, 
And gorge his rav'nous Appetite with Gold; 
bay thee off, redeem thee from Diſgrace, 
1nd once defraud my Maſter 
Abr. Stay, my Lord; 
nd ler not your Concern tor my Deliy'rance 
n vun on to things impracticable. 
ou know you often have propos'd theſe Means 
o me before; and I as often told you 
„ Royal Funds will ſcarce ſufice to flake 
Us raging Thirſt of Gold: Then he's Perverſe, 
Vu and Froward, Poſitive and Proud; 
5 lg with Pleaſure hugg'd this great Deſign, 
c With vaſt Hopes of Grandeur; and conceiv'd 
un ſtrange Opinions of my fatal Berury, 
ia! half the World he thinks too little recompence 
ach a Preſent, This I oft have told c 
dan bave thought it Reaſon, 
tr. True, I baye; 


G ding. 


Ain 
But 


18 Abra - Mule : Or, 


But then J had not that high Eminence 
100 Of Power and Greatneſs which I now poſſeſs; 
Nor Wealth enough, perhaps, to raiſe a Bribe 
$ufficient ; but he will not fare refuſe 
So vaſt a Treaſure as I now can give; 
Reſides, my Honour and Authority 
Will awe him to Compliance. 
Abr. Were that true, 
Yet tis too late: He cannot now comply) 
His Word is gone too far to be recal!'d: 
The tatal Contract for my Virgen Honour! 
Already is agreed on, and ere this 
The Purchaſe paid; and ſhou.d you urge him now, 
Perhaps, incens'd by your Sollicitations, 
He may inform the Sultan of your Love; 
| And then your Life, my Lord, will be ia Danger. 


Lu 


1 Pyr. And what can Life afford deſirable, 

it When thou art loft for ever? 

if Abr. But perhaps 

| Some more ſecure Expedient miy be found 
| To reſcue me from Shame, and fave my Honour, 
| 


Without the Hazard of your precious Life. 

(ti FV. On no! — I am not now what once | was —— 
ji | For, fince ] parted from thee, Fate has tarniſh'd 

| My Glories, and derwhelm'd me with Misfortunes, 

Ih When leading firſt my Troops to ſuccour Buda, 

I enter'd on that fatal Expecition ; 


at I thought to give ſuch Tokens of my Valour 
1 And Conduct, that I might with Confidence 
| Dare beg thee of my Royal Maſter's County, 

f | - / 

* fs 2 Reward for my paſt Services. 

| 


But Fortune has defeated thoſe Defigns =— 
Yet fill ſome Hopes | have -—- The Kiſer Aga, 


Love and Empire. 19 


10 governs all in the Seraglio, 
whom you are preſented, is my Friend. 
haps his Prudence and Addreſs may yet 
over all. — Mean while, farewel, my Love! 
wit to Court, to juſtifie my Conduct, 
d clear me to the Sultan. 
40. Part fo ſoon! 
aps to meet no more — Indeed tis hard. 
Thou weep'lt ; O ſtop that Showꝰr of falling Sorrowe, 
ich melts me to the Softneſs of a Woman, 
ſhakes my beſt Reſolves. — Tis hard indeed —- 
hard. that J have need of all my Courage 
many Reaſon, to ſupport the Thought. 
t have our Meetings been, by Stealth enjoy d. 
merrupted, broken Intervals, 
 murcer'd by the Pangs of often Parting. 
ch 2+ fad Spirits prove, who nightly wander 
viſit rhe jov'd Objects they admire; 
for a he to hover round em, 
«ly warn'd away. Yet-evin They go 
eis Reprer than I, when at the Dawa? 
ey eg behind, and fain would longer ſtay; 
Gehring at the Morn's unwelcom Ray, 
ce they yield to Fate, and ling'ring leavethe Day. 
Exeunt ſeverally. 
FE chunges to 4 Royal Apartment. Maho met ſeated in 
% Prince Soly man, Haly, Cuproli, Baſſas, Tanix a- 


1 


9 
LA ks 5 


Jur Prophet ſeems unmindful of his Charge, 
 02vc5 our Empire to be ſteer'd at random 

ia uncertain Chance; for did not he 

3: his Eaſe, and lumber unconcern'd; 

would not thus have yielded vp my Glory, 


Nor 
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Nor ſuffer d, ſpight of all my beſt Endeavour, 
My darling Buda to be raviſh'd from me. | 
Cubr. The Prophet, Royal Sir, has done his Part, 
By ſubſtituting You to govern for him; 
And having to your Care entruſted all, 
He thinks he ſafely may a-while withdraws 
His Tutelary Pow'r, and leave the World 
To You, his great Vice-gerent :. And had You 
Been equally ſucceſsſul in your Choice 
Of all thoſe Miniſters who move beneath you, 
Juda had ſtill been ours, 
Sol. I always thought 
The Viſter's Conduct would prove fatal to us. 
Hal. This ſtrange Miſcarriage has indeed abated 
The high Eſteem which I long enterrain'd 
For that great Man ; and if free Liberty 
Be pranted to diſcloſe out real Sentiments, 
It ſeems to we 
Mah. Be ſilent I preceive 
You're all agreed wich Fortune, to depreſs 
The riſing Glories of the Noble Pyrrbus; 
And nought more ealie, than with ſor mal Rhet'rick 
To caſt the Odium of a Batte! loſt 
On bim that manag d it: But you forget 
That dire Misfortune, and the Chance of War, 
Often deſeat the beſt-concerted Meaſures. 
And fince ia many dang rous Fields of Battel 
He has giv'n ſuch Proof of Conduct, and of Valour ; 
Thole Laurels which his conqu'ring Sword has won 
Should ſadow this Miſcarriage. 
Euter a Fanigzary. 
Jan. Mighty Monarch, 
Tb vafortupae Grand- Viſier is arriy d. 


rt, 


ck 


ur; 
Jon 


prepare from his own Mouth to hear 
;ncication of his 1njur'd Honour, 

| Euter Pyrrhus. 
he Man fo much renown'd in War 
it tor tn'd, aud Bartels bravely fought ? 
it become the celebrated Pyrhu: 
rd-of to arrive, and private enter 
at aopièes Gates? 
water c4 to appear at Court, 
ad in his Petition for Ad mittance? 
be lgok'd. when throng'd with Multitudes 
ipplauding Soldiers, he arriv'd, 
waving Colours did adorn his Triumph, 
ampets {prigh'ly Sound proclaim'd his Entry, 
With fuch Magrificeuce, and Martial Pomp, 
o, were my Arrivals always honour'dz 
und ring Ordnance loudly welcom'd me; 
what was me, the Sov'reign af the World 
Tacicous Looks, and open Arms receiv'd me. 
(O dire Reverſe cf fickle Chance!) 
* inglorious, ike a Criminal, 
r my Honour, and excuſe my Conduct. 
. Begin then, and as bravely as you fought 
m your {epuration. 

| fought ? 
then liv'd to be arraign'd of Cowardiſe ? 

> Loraine, that Thunderbolt of War, 

| Bavaria, ack thoſe mighty Chiefs 
nieht dechn'd their Arms, 
Was ſtartled at the Face of Danger. 
% not in my Pow'r t inſpire my Troop: 


Love and Empire. 2 1 
umbly craves Admittance. 
þ, Bid him enter. [Exit Fonic, 
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With Souls as large, and fearleſs 2s my own. 
All my Deſigns and Methods {ti!! were croſs d 
By ſome unlucky, thwarting Accident; 
As if the unſeen Hand of Providence 
Had interpos'd, on purpoſe to defeat 
My cloſe Contrivances, and break my Meaſures. 
Hal. He little thinks whole Providence it was 
| That foil'd his Policy, [Ade 10 C 
, Pyr. Whateer Deligus, 
Tho' manag d with the greateſt Secreſie, 
] bad re ſolv'd upon; the Enemy, 
As if fore- knowing what I had decreed, 
Still rnov'd againſt them, and prevented me. 
So that I much ſuſpect I was betray' d 
By hidden Treach'ry, and ſome envious Baſſa, 
To whom in Council I reveaFd my Thoughts, 
Kept: ſecret Correſpondence with the Foe, 
And pave Intelligence. 
Sol. A lucky Guc ſſer. [ Aſede to H 
Pyr. But if your Highneſs for full Satisfaction 
Demand a more particular Account; 
This Paper will intorm you, ſigu'd by moſt 
Of ch' eminent Commanders in the Army, 
In which at large they juſtity my Conduct, 
And wipe off all Aiſperhons.—-- [ Preſents a Vii 
Mah, You have indeed piv'n ampic 5315tation, 
And tho overcome, you acquit you ſclf with Honour; 
My Pyrrhus ſtill deſ-rves my beſt Eſteem, 
And claims the higheſt place in my Affections. 
| Comes from the Throae, and embrace: | 
Theretore let theſe Embraces wit eſs for me, 
That 1 impute this Loſs to no Dic; 
In you; but praile your Conduct, and your Valour, 
Coat 
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Love and Empire. 
ntinue Qi] t' enjoy your Dignity ; _ : 
ud be the ſecond Perſon in that Empire, 

Fhich with your Sword fo bravely you defend. 
hat tho! our Glory be a-while obfcur'd? 

ke cleareſt Day is not without ſome Cloud : 
next Attempt will give, what this has loſt ; 
nd while th Heroick Pyrrius ſhines in Arme, 
ur wide Domiritons ſhall the World o'er-run, 
nd ny pale Creſcent brighten to a Sun. [ Exermt. 
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ACT SUS 
5 CE N E, The Seraglio. 


Enter Haly and Cuproli. 


4B 5 [D you obſerve with what a thund'ring Tore 


The Royal Boaſter ta x d? how loud he bluſter d? 
it the Loſs of this important Placa 


q addec to the Grandeur of his Empire. 
Cubr. The Panegyrick of his darling Pyrrhus, 
xn {ported him ſo far, that he forgot 

tmectul Overthrow, and ook'd as fern 

his Foes, were all in Ba'tel (lain, 

Buda ſlill were Part of his Dominions, 

Hal. And fo it now had been; had not my Care, 
Y4ant, unweary'd Diligence 

©. and undermin'd the Vitier's Conduct. 

| muit own (tho! curſing let me ſpeak it) 

vor Gen'ral never ſhone in Steel; 

| yet his Skill in warlike Diſcipline 

Hole, 3nd qualifies his matchleſs Courage, 

9 it nee conquers the reſtraining Bounds 


de to H 


race: | 
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Of Reaſon, or deger!'rates into Rathnels : 
Tis no impetuous Sally of rhe Blood; 
But *ris the Conſtitution ot his Soul, 
And can no m te 
Cupr. Cankers conſume your Tongue z 
Muſt you too in his Praiſe turn Orator, 
And waſte on ſo deteſt.bie a Subject 
Your aukward Khetorick ? 
Hal. Miſtake me not; 
Tho I do Juftice to his Character, 
Tou cannot boaſt a more exalted Hatred 
Againſt the Viſier's Perſon, than my ſelf; 
Who bave with ſuch Dexterity defeated 
His Plots, and render'd all his Hopes abortive. 
Cupy. But to what purpoſe ? fince he's rooted Al 
As deep as ever in the Sultau's Fayour f 
Bvt by the Rage that glows within my Breaſt, 
He ſhall not ſcape me thus, tho“ now he ſhines 
Above us all, and lords it o'er his Betters; 
And, while he moves in that exalted Sphere; 
Injuriouſly debars me from my Right; 
For that high Ofice by Inhericance 
Is due to me, who am the Son and Br has: 
Of two ſucceſſive Viſters; why ſhould I, 
My Friend, be thought unworthy of chat Honour 
Which my Great Father, and my Elder 3rother 
Wich fuch Succeſs have manag d? 
Hal. Malomes, 
No doubt, can give à Reaſon. 
Cupr. Mahonut # 
That Name begins to grate my Ears as harſhly 
As that of the ſcarce more deteſled Fyrriuu. 


— 
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w can I pay dutiful Allegiance 
, who ne'er regarding my Deſert 
vn my Right to that aſpiring Upſtart, 
ill ſupports him, wears him next his Heart 
t of all But fee, the hated Viſier 
„, and with bira that black ominoug Dog 
fir Aga —— Death! —— my Blood fermeuts 
ht of em Let as retire, and ſhun 
Walk; the Air they breath in is not wholſom. [ Exe. 
Enter Pyrrhu:, and the Kiiler Aga. 
ia! Cuproli, and Haly! Their Cabals 
d no Good to me. 
ve obſcry'd that thoſe two haughty Courtiers, 
my Advancement, have with envious Eyes 
m7 Honours; with a gloomy Look 
coe upon me, if I chance to meet them. 
With a (19, unwilling Bow they pay me 
'><&, and ſullenly paſs by. 
This arrogant Behaviour give 
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o Time to waſte on Toys like theſe; 
re of Life and Safety muſt employ 
re Hours; at preſent I've Affairs 
ester Moment. You've already heard 
tory of my Love, and Murſa's Baleneſs; 
Jour is paſt you will receive 
wegus Abra from that Monſter's Hand, 
Already I've receiv'd that lovely Maid; 
e ſhe is fo exquiſitely fram'd, 
„ho many Years have dealt in Beauty, 
de f1ireft Females from all Parts; 
ed co my Cire, ne er ye! beheld, 
i ich Variety of Forcign Charms, 
B | A 
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26 Abra Mule d Or, 
A Virgin half ſo lovely —— She excels 
Ev'n Engliſh Beauties: and eclipſes all 
Thoſe various Nations, who with Pride attend 
Upon the Sultan's Pleaſures, 
Pyr. O! She is all Perfection; and tho born 
In a cold frozen Clime, o'er- ſpread with Ice 
And driving Snow, (which if compar'd with hers, 
Loſes its Whitencſs) yet her Eyes dart Fire 
Able to melt the moſt benumm'd of Hearts 


With kindling Warmth, and thary it into Softneſs. 1 or 
Therefore, my Friend, as thou regard'ſt my Life, Pyy. 

Conſpire with me in this, this honeſt Treachery ; it th 
Secretly free her from this new Confinement, F Mo) 


And, while thou canſt, reſtore her to my Wiſhes. h C 


Kiſi. W hat you propoſe is hazardous and difficult: eglect 
Her Beauty could not ſcape th' obſerving Eyes b Clair 
Of ſome in the Serzg;lio; and be ſure „ bs 
I've Spies enough upon me, who for hope die wo 
Of a Reward, wil? give the Sultan notice h fre 
Of ſuch unfaithful Dealing One I know "Mm a1 
Who has it in ber Pow'r t inform againſt me. will in 


For, to divert the beauteous Stranger's Sadneſs, 
I recommended her to the Acquaintance 
Of one who holds the very next Apart ment: 
Whom I commanded by her frequent Viſits 
To chear her Solitude. 

Pyr. O fear not her: 
She never will intorm ; but rather chuſe 
{For her own fake) Vaſſiſt thee ia removing 
Her charming Rival hence. 

Kiſi. Perhaps ſhe might, 
Had (ie that Youth and Bloom (he once enjoy'd: 
But tais is one, whoſe autiquated Beauty 


—— — ü: ͤK«“ri c ð „ — 
— 
— —— 


Love and Empire, 


14 loſt the Privilege of the Sultan's Bed; | 
ad is beſtow'd upon the Prince his Brother, f 
he 211 rous Solyman, However, Sir, ? 
hall obſcrye ber Temper ; Gold perhaps | 
be her to be ſilent; and the relt 
me may diſpatch beyond your Expectation. | 


_— 


ere they proundleſs Hopes l have a Project. { 
t Loifure you ſhall hear Particulars) | 
hich, tho" it cannot now be executed, | 


ay one Day crown your Loves. 

Pyr, Till then, my Friend, 

it thy Care to keep her from the Sight . 

M. ,t; Who, as he is o crW helm d 1 
n Cares, and vex'd at unſucceſiful War, 

eglecte his Loves; and therefore wiil forbet 
claim nher cf thee, while he's ignorant 

"uw beautitul a Treaſure he poſſoſſes. 

h my Care ſhall be to fill bis Mind 

a 1rcf: tupplies of Bus'nelfs, to divert him 

m am rous Thoughts The rcſt of my Deſigu 


| 
vill One thing more I | 
1 


im part hereafter 

' £48 ill have free Admiſſion to her: "| 
onverixtion will abate her Melancholy, 

bat rhe time leſs tedious | 

Ki Voubt not, Sir, 19 

delity, and be aſiur d I 1 

r Lareg ere mineꝛ⁊xyöęymꝗʒ Exeunt ſeveratly, I 

Re-enter Haly and Cupr oli, 

Hel. I'was greatly thought; but an Attempt fo daring 

prers my Refolation, 

Ur, Cant thou ſcruple? 

il tt: „ ate is in our Enterprize; 

eitiyritten in th' eternal Volume, 
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That Mabomet muſt fall. Your Fears and Doubts 


Will quickly vaniſh, if you but reflect 
On bis paſt Reign; which ſtill has been attended 


With one contipued Series of Misfortunes. 


" You need not be inform'd that ill Succeſs 


Renders a Sultan odious in the Eyes 

Of tb'unreſlecting Vulgar, who conclude 
That angry Heav'n will never be aton'd, 

„Till they remove him from th' Imperial Seat. 
Our Army's unexpected Overthrow 

Before Vienna, whence they were repuls d 


After a tedious and expenſive Siege, 


You know incens d the murm'ring Populace, 
And ev'n the ruling Part of the Divan, 
But the late Lois of Buda has entag'd them 


Beyond all Bounds; and now they only want 


Some Per ſon of Authority to head them, 
And fire them with the Name of Schman 
The next Succeſſor, who. will eaſily 
Be wrought into our Plot What think you now? 
Hal. Why now | ami convinc'd that Mahomet 
Sits looſe upon his Throne : H' has long been tott'ring, 
And nothing now is wanting, but our Help 
To haiten Fate, and finiſh his DeſtruQion. 
Cupr. Yes; ſince he till protects my mortal Foe, 
He ſhall be thrown from the Imperial Seat, 
And cruſn that Fav'rite with his dreadful Ruins. 
Thus I at once ſhall ſatiate my Revenge, 
And glut Ambition: For the next Succeſſor 
I;know will do me right; and thou, my Friend, 
Shalt then enjoy the third Place in the Empire, 
Which hated Karat Ibraim now uſurps. 
And thou ſo well deſery'ſt. 


Love and Empire. 


Hal, You over - rate 

My Actions, if you think they can deſerve 
The third Place in the Empire —— Tho at preſent 
te no Cauſe why I ſhould not be thought 
As worthy of the ſecond as your ſelf. 

But what if unaſpiring Solyman, 

Conirol'd by Checks of Conſcience, ſhould refuſe 
© daring a Propoſal ? He's the Hinge 

Ou which our Project turns; and ſhould he fail us, 
Our Plots are all unravell'd, 

Cupr, 1 confels | 

Tis in his Pow'r to fruflrate all our Hopes; 
Nor can this bold Conſpiracy fucceed, 

Unicſs that Prince concur to our Deſign. 
For tho' the Soldiers Hearts be alienated 
From Mahomet, yet they will ne'er revolt, 

Till the next Prince of the Imperial Line 
Appear, and urge his Title to the Throne, 
Hal. Then Solyman, I fear, will ne'er comply 


Ade. J 


5 With our Deſires. 
Cr, Tis true he wants Ambition, 
„ oe clancholy Blood rerards the Springs 


his unactive Soul; and, what is worſe, 
le tas of Virtue, Conſcieuce, aud Religion. 
ut then he's am'rous, ſubtle, and deſigning; 
ind Thou and I, by long and near Acquaintance, 
ave gain'd an abſolute Aſcendant o er him, 
y means of which we may, without Reſtraint, 
te the moſt glowing Arguments, to fire 

Soul with glorious Thoughts of Fame and Empire, 
i: we have talk' d him hither 

Enter Soly man. 

50 What is the Subject of Debate, my Friends? 
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Cupr. Why, Sir, we were conſulting which is better, 


To ſuffer by the Bow · ſtring or the Scy mitar. 


Sol. But why thac Queſtion? 
Cupr, Tis a proper one, 


For that we are to die is paſt all Doubt. 


Sol. Your Reaſon? 
Cupr. You know we have arraign'd the Viſier's Conduct 


Before the Sultan; but without Succeſe. 


And fince we have not, as we firſt deſign'd, 
Completed his Deſtruction, 'tis moſt certain 


We have effectually procur'd our own, 
For having openly declar'd our ſelves 
Enemies to that Fay'rite, we have drawn 


Mahomer's Hatred on us, who, you know, 


Can never reſt, while any he ſuſpects 
Is Maſter of a Head, 

Sol. Then I, it ſeems, 
Am ſabject to like Danger, 

Cujr. True, you are; 


And how you can digeſt ſuch ſcurvy Treatment, 
I muſt own, my Conſtitution 
Abhors i: Can you periſh like a Slave? 


T know not. 


Think —— you are born a Prince —— Think on that on; 


Hal. Can you be ſtrangled by th' accurſed Hands 
Of bagyard Mutes? whoſe Dumbneſs ſpeaks more Horro! 


Than a th" inſulring, barbarous Eloquence 


Of cruel, ng Executioners: 


Whoſe every g oomy and unalter'd Looks 


Shew they are not more dumb, than deaf to Pity, 


Indeed for ſuch Picheian Souls as ours 


It matters not; but is it fitting. Sir, 
Is'c fitting that a Prince born to command 
The World, fhou!t fuffer by th* unhallow'd Hands 


Of ſuch ceteſted Viiiains ? 
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gol. But what Means 
Are to be us'd for Safety and Prevention? 

Cupr. The Means are obvious: Since we are embark'A 
In a Deſign ſo dangerous, we're oblig'd 
To puſh the Expedition on, with all 
Our Might, and drive our Treaſons to the Head; 
For nothing can ſecure us now from Puniſhment 
For our paſt Actions, but atchieving greater. 

Sol. I know not what you drive at. 

Cupr. To be plain, 
The Sultan muſt be ruin'd, or we periſh, 

Set, Ha! 

Hal. Why do you ſtart, my Lord? 'Tis no new thing 
To {te a Sultan tumbled from the Throne, 

Sol. 'N hear no more of this, 

Cubr. What Pity "cis 
Tit | had not your Birth, or you my Soul! 
A Urince without Ambition! —— 
monſtrous Contradiction! How it ſounds! 
ror {hame, Sir, lay aſide theſe groveling Thoughts, 
Exert your Royalty, and be your ſelf; 
Ur | ſhall grow your Rival, and ſuſpect 


0 790%, fince one Night gave Being to us both, 
Our Mothers by Conſent exchang their Infants: 
ret ud, tho' I am cheated of my glorious Birth, 


* 


ou are the Viſier's Son, and I the Prince. 
Hal. J muſt confeſs, I thought the Univerſe 


eb not have ſheven a Brealt ſo void of Fire, 
As 5 175167) with Coldneſs and Diſdain 
ire of the World. At ſuch a Proffer 


* 
„ 


ud have bourded from the Earth with Tranſport, 
'e thrown your eager Arms about our Necks, 
+2 ipakling Eyes, and Cheeks that glow'd Ambition; 
B 4 And 
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And pray'd for thouſand Bleſſings on our Heads. 


Oh how inſenſible, how ſpiritleſs 
Is he, whom all the dazzling Charras of Greatneſs, 


And uncentroPd Dominion, cannot move 


——CC 


Sol. My Friends, you are too violent, and miſtake me, 


I am not cf fo mortify'd a Spirit, 

As to reject the golden Reins of Empite; 
But yet I am not fo in Love with Powr, 
As to diſſolre the ſacred Ties of Nature, 


And break thro! all Reſtraint of Lv and Conſcience, 


To make my ſelf Lord of the Univerſe, 
No would ſooner live and die in Silence, 
Untalk'd of by the World, than gain a Throne 
By ſuch illegal Means 

Hal, But fere your Conſcience muſt be oyer-nice, 
If you call that Illegal and Unjuſt 
Which Nature has commanded : Self- defence 
Is her firſt Principle — Think on your Wrongs, 
Conſider you can never injure him, 
Since he's th'unjuſt Aggreſſor. Has he not 
Debarr'd you from the Plezſures of che Court, 
Confin'd you to a Guard? and, what is worſe, 
Has he not thrice attempred on your Life? 
Waich had infallibly been ſacrific'd, 
To ſatiate his unnatra! Thirſt of Blood; 
Had not the Sultaneis with pious Fraud 
Cheated his Cruelty. 

Sos. All this I grant; 
But were bis Crimes more rum'rous than they are, 
And he a blacker Devil than vou make him; 
Yet could I ne'er conſent to urge his Fate, 
Nor mount that Throne from which my Brother fell 
B, lawleſs Vio.co.ce mom As for your Lives, 


— 
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Lnow he ares not think a Thought againſt thern: 
or in this doubtful Poſture of Affairs, 
lis lat'reſt is to ſooth the Populace, 
{ho by our Deaths would be incens'd to Madneſs. 
. gut. Suppoſe your Life be ſafe, which yet I queſſion- 
ſogner die the moſt abhorr'd of 1 aths, 
un live as you do. ßrinces of the Blood, 
nd Brothers to the Sultan? His Slaves rather; 
„cd to comply with all his Savage Humours, 
dridg'd of Pleaſure, and of Liberty. 
or houid you dare to caſt an am'rous Glance 
n one thoſe of innumerable Beauties, 
tom his unbounded Luxury engroſſes; 
our Herd muſt pay the For feit of your Eyes. 
tue; when they grow ſtale and antiquated, 
o on bis Generoſity refigns them. 
e Stouſliy enjoys their Youth and Bloom, 
Then (caves their Age and Uglineſs to you: 
umſelf he feaſts, but lightly puts you off 
a the vile Scraps 21d Leavings of his Luſt. 
Seh, + prigthee, Friend, no more. 
Cr. Ves, Sir, I've done. 
WW you may go, impeach us to the Sultan, 
"yu, I find, are rank'd among his Creatures) 
nd 1256 our Lives, for ſaucily endcav'ting 
m2: you happy; and we'll die, my Friend, | To Ba. 
„ut r-pining at our Deſtiny; 


J 


ce Sriyman his ſworn to have it ſo. 


ou do me wrong by ivck uniult Sufpicione ; 
:ſtiip to you both is firm as ever: 
Ait he wanting to aflilt 
5 again it the Vilter, 2nd advance you 
ee high Honours winch your Merits cim. 
# boos Wa- 43 5 * nous Wulcn LU! 1 * * * 
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But for ray Brother's Fate — no more of that; 
My Friends, let me intreat you vo retire, 

And leave me to my elf. 


Hal. We go; in hopes that when we meet again, E 
Your Reſolution will not be fo ſtrong Whi 
Apiioft your Int'teſt. F Ex, Hal. 24 Cupr, 15 

Soly man alas. * 8 1 

No; ] am not in haſte to hold the Reius "4 ä 
Of this unwanageable Government, "M 
Oppreſs d by its own Weight, and leſſen'd by its Greatneſs Perſe 
"Tis true; were ours, like other Monarchies, 7 * 
Founded on wholſom Laws, ſupported by them, or | 
Aided by Senates; or did King and People 92 
Think it their Int'reſt to aſſiſt each ober; 1 
TY Omoman Throne would then be worth Ambition, ©, 
But what, alas! is Arbitrary Rule? . 
He's far the greater and the happier Monarch, | 1 


Whoſe Pow'r is hounded by coercive Laws; "= | 

Since while they limit, they preſerve his Empire. | 

Yer what my fiery Friends have urg'd, has made 

Some [light Impreſſion on me ——— Ma/omes 3 

With jealous Eyes ſurveys me, tbwarts my Loves; ® 

And keeps the Youth of his Seraglio from me. | 

Which would iadeed be in{upportable, 

Did not my traſty Con dent Marama 

By Qcalth convey to my ceſiring Arms 

Some of his choiceſt Beauties ; by her Wit 

I cheat the Suiten, and enjoy thoſe Pleaſures 

Wbich vainiy he ir agines all his own, 

And quite debarr'd from all the World beſide. 
Euter Marama, | 

My dear 4am 

Mar, O Sir, you'ce obliging : 


— 


Love and Empire. 


dat are my Charms of ſuch attractive Force It 


— —ͤ— — ꝗ — — — — — 


A: to extort that paſſionate Expreſſion? | | | 
F {o ; if I deſerve lo ſoft a Title, 1 
Vhy are you not content with my Embraces, f 

: Which Mahomet allows you? No I'm old; 11 

, And my decaying Beauty is laid by, | 
Scorn'd and deſpis'd : Thoſe kind endearing Words f | | 
Are not beſtow'd upon me for my fake ; $7! 

; bor their ſakes, whom I by various Arts | 1 
P:rſuade to make you happy; ſo that now Il 
| gain your Love by other Women's Charms, | lt 
and only pleaſe by Proxy. 11 


del. No, Thou'rt all amiable; ſuch ſprigheſy Wit, il 
Depth of Thought, ſo fertile an Invention 
52! ever claim the Love of all cur Sex, 
ind Wonder of thy own. 
Mar, Well, {lighted as I am, I yet am true, 
Aud give fuch Proofs of my Fidelity 
\:freno Woman ever gave before, 
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„Female Cunning ; Plot, and rack my Brain, 
bring my bappy Rivals to your Arms. 
er Hour have I been lab'ring for you; 

* ung your Obaracter, and kindling Love 

1: mot Charming Maid I ever ſaw. 

om, though now ſhe be but juſt arriv'd, 

he &:fter's poſitive Command, 
nd m7 familiar manner of Acdreſs, 


have conrratted {ome cquaintance. 
e ner (for what Reaſon is a Secret 

ems at in haſte to ſhew her to the Sultan; 
he, as it not conſcious of her Beauty, 
et unditious to zppear betore him. 


36 Abra - Mule : Or, 

+ Theſe Circumſtances favour my Deſign; 
Which you muſt now engage in: I've contriv'd 
A way to guide you into her Apartment; 
Where you may ſigh and languiſh at her Feet, 

* Teexpreſs a Paſſion which the Sight of ber 

| Muſt needs infpire you with. 

Sol. O my Marama, 

| Lead me this Moment, lead me to that Place 

Were I may ſce this Maſter-piece of Nature 

| | And then continue to aſſiſt my Love, 

And perte& what thou haſt ſo well begun. 

j Dethrone my Brother? Noz there's no Temptation: [A. 

. I never envy*d kim the Toils of State; 

Now ev'n in Love I'm happier far than he. 
For tho? he riots * midſt a thouſand Beauties, 
He wants the Lover's greateſt Happineſs, 

He his fair Slaves commands, and to his Arms 
They ſtrait refign their unreſiſting Charms; 
But | my various Arts, and Plots prepare, 
And court at ciftance the refuſing Fair; 
While [| trom Hope a hient [oy conceive, 
And ev'n my Fears a doubttul Pleaſure give: 

Till She ſubmits to Love's reſiſtleſs Laws, 

And cures the Sickneſs which her ſelf did cauſe, ¶ Ex eus. 


e — 


ACT IN 8 NI 
SCENE Abra'⸗ Apartment. 


Enter Abra and Zaids. 


AT HE Loſs of Liberty to all Mankind 
| Is moſt afflictive; but to my gay Sex, 


| And iprightly Youth, tis inſupportable, 


And 
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and yet this doſe Confinement pains me leſs 
Than Separation from my much-loy'd Lord: 
Were 1 with him in narrower Bounds impriſon'd, 
Impriſonment it ſelf would pleaſe: but fince 
His charming Converſation is deny'd me; 
J. like the melancholy Nightingale, 
Shut in 2 Cage, and widow'd from her Lover, 
Should languiſb, droop, and pine my ſelf to Death; 
if thou, my Zaida, faithful to my Suff' rings, 
Wert not admitted to me, to partake 
My Miſcries, and mingle Sorrow with me. 
7 Zaid. Believe me, Madam, *tis with great Concern 
| view your Tears; I cannot ſee you thus: 
Let me intreat you, dry your beauteous Eyes; 
Diſpel thoſe Clouds, and wear a chearful Air, 
Ur muſt call Marama to divert you. 
gar, Why wouldſt thou vex me more with the remem- 
Ut that Eternal Talker? She divert me! brance 
do; tho' I ſmootb'd my Looks, while ſhe was by, 
Arc ſmiling feem'd to liftenfto her Tattie, 
59 to prevent Suſpicion of my Love; \ 
Let £now with Pain and Torture i endur'd 
16 Periecution of her mercileſs Tongue. 
er nothing is more tedious to a Wretch 
Verwhelm'd with Miſery, than to diſſemble 
E Grief, and be deny'd to give it vent; 
ng one are more impatient of Impertinence 
ban the Afflicted How did ſhe tor ment 
{aft ring Ears with ill-tim'd, idle Mirth ? 
a 0 ſulſom Praiſes of the Prince's Beauty, 
* dich more nauſeous Flattery of my own! 
hat's the Prince to me? Suppoſe his Shape 
ele proportion d, and his Air fo charming; 


iy { ' 


And 


' 
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Yet why muſt I be teized with ſuch Deſcriptions? | 
| Zaid, Madam, I wiſh that Part of her Diſcouſe 
| Were ſo impertinent as you imagine. 
| Abr. What means my Zaida by thoſe doubtful Words? 
Zaid., With Reaſon I ſuſpect 'twas not for nothing 
That ſhe appear d ſo zealous in his Praiſe, 
I fear ſhe has ſome deep Deſign on foot, 
Which may occaſion more Unesſineſs 
i To you But fee, ſhe bas explain'd her Meaning. 
ff Enter Soly man and Marama. 
Wy Abr. Coufuſion, and Surprize! Some Pow'r protect me. 
| [Solyman comes forward and throws himſelf at her Fett 
Mar. I ſe ſhe's fir d; trom her upbraicing Looks 
She darts Reproof, and chides me with her Eyes, 
Sol. See, Madam, at your Feet a proſtrate Prince "TY 
Who led by your fam'd Beauty hither comes 3 
| (Tho! with apparent Hazard of his Life) 8 
J0“ũ offer you his unpoliuted Vows ; 9 
And melt you into Love, or dic betore you. ö 
Zaid, ls this well done, Mar ama Treach'rous Woman! Wi... 
Mar. Peace, Fool, — Thy Miſtreſs knows not her own 3 
Int'reſt. 
If with affected Coyneſs ſhe refuſe him. 
Sol. You ſeem diforder'd, Madam; end I fear 
I am the unhappy Cauſe of your Diſquier. 
J am preſumptuous, and tov rudely preſs I. 
Upon your Privacy Zut oh! your Charas . 
Have taken mple Vengeance on my Folly, I 
By cauſing more Confuſion in my Soul, 
Than my intruding Boldneſs can in yours. 
Wba', not a Look? O turn your beauteeus Eyes, 
And with agother Glance confirm me dead, 
If yerl live; — for I haye drank fo deep 


Love and Enpire. 
Of Love, that it already bas o'erwhelra'd 
My Reaſon, rais'd a Tempeſt in my Breaſt 
Which racks my Soul ; but oh the mighty Pleaſure 
Riſes in juſt Proportion to the Torment, 
And had you pain'd me leſs, you leſs had pleas'd me. 
Zaid, 1 ſce Reſentment kindiing in ber Looks; 
\: her Surprize abates, her Anger riſes, 
\nd !ndignation ſparkles in her Eyes. 
Air, Ves; you have {een me in Confuſion, Sir; 
And think perhaps that one whom her Misfortunes 
He made à Slave, will readily comply 
Wich your firſt Offer, and is fit for nothing 
".r to be made the Object of Attronts, 
"at, Prince, I muſt inform you — 
. O forbear; 
Prbear, Fair Excellence, to ſtab me through 
With uch ſuch unkind Expreſſions — You a Slave? 
lis ry Ambition, Madam, to be yours, 

Ju" £417 vain; for ſtill you are diſpleas d. 

Fi eve your Anger charms, and you appear 
an. n fair, and lovely in your Frowns, 
WO ber grea Prophet's ſelf enjoys ſuch Beauty 
e delicious Groves of Paradiſe, 
„hen an ſorcet Beds of Flow'rs —— 
Abr. I eny thing 


if 


* 
1 


in po ibly be more offenſive to me 
1051 Parrery, 'tis Profaneneſs. 


na Look ſo charmingly ſevere ! 
wels Fates! Ah! why am I condema'd 
tend rhe only Perſon in the World 
"077: deſire to pleaſe? Ist poſſible 
103, an; Wretch can be more cursd than I? 
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When ev'ry Word you ſpeak inflames my Love, 
Yet adds to my Deſpair. 
Abr. Fly, Sir; be gone, 
While yet you're ſafe; your Brother will be here; 
And certain Death, you know, s the Conſequence. 
Sol. And certain Death is welcome ; let it come 
In the moſt ghaſtly Shape it can put on ; 
Yet your Diſdain will fill me with more Horror, 
Than all its griſly Terrors. Since my Love, 
My ſpotleſs Loye offends you — Take my Head; 
Let me intreat vou, Madam, facrifice it 
To my inexcrable Brother's Rage 
Your Love's my firſt Deſire, and Death my ſecond. 
This Favour fure you readily will grant; 
Such Pity the diſpleas d, the cruel Abra 
Will not deny ev'n to her greateſt Foe, 
The curs'd, the fcorn'd, the hated Selyman. 
Abr. J am not, Sir, deſirous of Revenge; 
And therefore pardon you on theſe Conditions, 
That you withdraw, ſuppreis this hopeleſs Love; 
And leave me to enjoy that Converſation 
Which better ſuits my Sex and Circumſtances, 
Sol. Tho dying Miters with jar leſs Regret 
Forfake their Lands, and Bags of hoarded Gold ; 
Yet, Madam, ey'n in this T will obey you: 
And leave you now, that I may not be baniſh'd 
For ever from your Preſence oc 
But when I'm parted from you, Think, O Think 
The Image of your Charms is till before me; 
Aud when | lep, (it any Sleep can cloſe 
My v:eeping Eye-lids) then my buſie Fancy 
Freſents to me in Dream your lov'd Idea. 
And then reflect what Pangs I muſt eadure, 
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What melancholy Days, and reſtleſs Nights, 

Whea I confider your relentleſs Heart, 

And my own loſt Condition Think on this, 

and then let Pity plead in my Behalf. | 

And you, Hog Fair, (for in your Looks I trace [To Zaida, | 
| 


Goodneſs, and ſoft Compaſſion) intercede 


Wi: vour inexorable Miſtreſs for me. 1 
de von my Advocate; exert your Int'reſt 1 


ln 2 diſireſs*d, a dying Lover's Cauſe. 1 
And once more, Madam, ere I go, I beg you [To Abr. 
demember, in your Hands my Fate is lodg'd; | 
em 92% 4 Curſe or Bleſſing I derive, (Mar? | 
Die when you frown, but with your Smiles revive. [ Ex.with | 

Ar, My Smiles! vain Man! He ſeem'd to mock my 

*utterings 3 
do Cer heard of ſmiling Miſery ? 

fas! tiiy Zaida, what a World of Woe 
ane in Store, what mighty Funds of Sorrow 
ceregſe the preſſing Weight of my Misfortunes ! 
o% 01! 1 tear the diſmal Conſequence 
this fond Prince's Paſſion Haſte, my Zaida, 
ind out my Lord, and give him timely Notice 

at has happen d [ Exit TZaida- 


great is the Miſtake of our vain Sex, 
Wn think the Number ot their fond Admirers [| 
Lone can make 'em happy! She indeed | | 
\9 unſubdu'd by Love his Pow'r defies, [i 
with Delight her numerous Conqueſts prize; | 
eh with careleis Air the Ttiumphs ot her Eyes. 
en thoſe am'rous Pains our Breaſts divide; | 
ia ſpight of our fantaſtick Pride, N 


e 04d more true and laſting Pleaſure prove, 
eee belov'd by none, but thoſe we love. {Scene ſhuti. 
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Enter Haly and Cuproli. hall 

Hal. The Prince in Love, you fay-- Jad you inforn'd ro! 
That he's grown foad of Empire, you had told Cu 
A Secret worth the hziring — But what Uſe e 
Do you intend to make of this Diſcov'ry ? Her | 


Cupr, Be patient then, and in few Words PI! tell you, Ward f 
Not half an Hour ago I met the Prince; 
Who, tho' he ſeem' d impatient of Delay, 
And eager to be gone, abruptly told me 
He was engag'd in an Affair of Love; 
And juſt then going with his Spy Marama 
To the Apartment of a beautous Virgin, 
Who came this Day to the Seragꝑlio. 
But that which makes directly for my Purpoſe, 
And which I ground my Project on, is this: 
As yet the Sultan has not ſeen this Beauty: 


Nor is the Kifler forward to prefent her, cure 
Nor ſhe to be preſented, Solyman Ut 301 
On this builds all his Hopes, If he ſucceed, Which 
And without Difficulty gain his Miſtreſs, ut tell 
He never will be work'd into our Plor. ſhe Le 
Wheretcre our Care muſt be inform the Sultan e (om 
Of this new Beauty; Mahomer has a Heart [0 rea. 
As ſoft to Love's Impreſſions as his Brother. Z aid 
Then when the longing Prince perceives his Hopes 0 ber 
Defeated, and his Miſtreſs raviſn' from him Kill 
By that ail-pow'riul Rival, he will need due 
No more Perſuaſions to dethror e his Brocher; n ft 
Sin er that's the only Miet hod he can take 108 
To make him bappy, in the full Enjoyment ears 
Of what he ſo impatientiy detires, 
Hal. Auſpicious Plot! Sure Miſchief never thrives Lil 

Without the He'p of Woman, — But which way & uf 
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Love and Empire, 
gha we diſcover this important Secret 
To Mabomet ? 
C4;r. For that depend on me. 
Ihre 2 Female Creature in the Court; 
Her i inſtruct to hint it to his Ear, 
ou, cd fire bis Jealouſy. Ha! here again ? 
Enter Pyrrhus, the Kiſler Aga, and Zaida. 
New Interruption from that hateful Pair? 
Awy, retire, we muſt not be obſery'd. ¶ Ex. Hal. and Cupr: 
"yy, Curs'd Accident! — Sure ſome malignant Planet, 
Which long has ſpar'd me, now of late begins 
o ſhed on me its baleful Influence. 
| Rival! —— This of all my mighty Woes 
omes leaſt expected; with vain flatt'ring Hopes 
m forted my ſelf, that her Confinement, 
lovzever grievous to me, would at leaſt 
cure me from the Danger of a Rival, 
n. I am deny'd the wretched Privilege, 
ſhich enn from my Misfortues I enjoy d. 
et, rac, Zaida, has my Love receiv'd 
de Letter which I ſent her? Till perhaps 
ſeme Refreſhment to her troubled Soul 
[0 read thoſe Lines, and bath them with her Tears: 
Zuid, Before I left her, no ſuch Letter came 
0 ber A part ment. 
% deliver'd it 
Le of my attending truſty Slaves; 
1 ſtrict Command to give it none, but her. 
ut ſee, th' injurious Robber of my Reſt 
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Ener Soly man muſrmg. 
%% The Prince! Pray good my Lord, retire; 
& 2ult not ſee us two in Conſultation, tust. 
Sol. 


| 
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44 Abra- Mule : Or, 
Sol. Do I yet live? Or has Love's wondrous force 
Transform'd me to a Ghoſt? My frighted Friends 
Will fly me ſoon, and ſhun my lonely Walks. 
O were that all, I might be happy fill! ene 
But ſhe whom molt Labour to purſue, 
She, ſhe will fly me, hate me, ſcoru me, loath me: 
She will? —- She has, ſhe does; and "tis not likely 
That ſhe, who now rejects me with Diſdain, 
Should fall in Love with my Deformity, 
My meagre Looks, ard more than dying Paleneſs. 
Tho? *tis bur juſt ſhe ſhould with Pity view me, 
Since my Deformity will be reflected 
From her all-conqu'ring Beauty ; *tis but juſt 
She ſhould at laſt be kind, and with her Love 
Repair the Ruins which her Scorn has made. 
Enter Marama. 
Mar. Alone, my Lord? You Lovers are ſo thought'u! - 
Sol. O my Marama! do not mock my Mileries ; 
1 ſwear *cis now no time for trifling with me; 
I have no middle Fate, but nov muſt be 
Moſt wretched, or moſt happy. 
Mar, Happy, Sir; 
For if my Genius, which ne'er faib'd you yet, 
Deceive me not at laſt, that ſcornful Fair 
Shall yet be ycurs. 
Sol. I doubt it, dear Marana 
Such keen Reflections, ſuch reſentful Looks, 
Such fix'd Reſolves, ſlew more of Hate and Coynels, 
Canſt thou not gueſs the Cauſe of her Severity? 
Mar. ] can. 
Sol. O ſpeak! 


Mar. This Paper will ſpeak for me, [Giving 4 L 


. 


Love and Empire. 
%!, What's here? Diſtraction! — To his faithful Abra 
a! 11 4 ce Vows — Fidelity — For Souls 
ww 1 Confinement — O the racking Torture! 
ond tous familiar! But no Name ſubſcrib'd — 

Loy came you by this Paper? 

lar, 1 met a Slave poſting tow'rds her Apartment 3 
hem I, ſuſpecting, ſtopp'd; and telling him 

as her Friend, and intimate Acquaintance, 

id juſt then going to her, with ſmooth Words 
landed him rintruſt me with bis Letter: 

1 Promiſe to deliver it that Minute. 
cl be ſcrupled; — But at length remembring 

de had ſeen me with her, ſlip'd the Paper 

o my Hand, and in a Moment vaniſſi d. 
gal. Know you not whence it came? 

Mar. The Slave was gone 
| could ask the Queſtion, 

e. Curſe on his Haſte, 


1 
* _ 


not waſte my Curſes on a Slave; 
þ—-——-—— They ſtall all be carefully reſery'd 
tits cereſted Rival —=— Whoe'er he be, 
(67 blaſted be the Hand that vyrote, 
* Rear! that dictated theſe fond Expreſſions, 
ung ſeem to ſmile upon their Wiſhes ; 
ien thevre Juſt upon the Brink of Happineſs, 
© © Ditappointment, may ſhe then 
A Loves, and tear them from each other, 
—— [ Abont to tear the Letter. 
eld, Sir-——— What would your Fury do? 
beder muſt be care fully preſery'd ; 
IG your Friends may by the Character 
Wer hip who ſent it. 
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Sol, I thank thy Caution: Rage and Jealouſie 
Had almoſt turn d my Brain — O to compleat 
The direful Curſes which I would denounce 
Againſt that Foe who robs me of my Quiet; 
May he be fatisfy'd he has a Rival, 
And never know the Perſon ; ſo that he 
May feel the Pangs and Throes which 1 endure; 
And be as exquiſite a Wretch, as he 
Who makes him fo -— 

Enter Cuproli. 

Cute. My Lord, I came to find you. 
Sol. Why then thou cam' ſt to find as very a Madman 


As ever rav'd in Chains — Know you this Hand? ! 80 

Cupr. Perfectly as my own; it is the Viſier's. „ 
Too well I know that hated Ch aracter, r2for 
Which ſigned me my Commiſſion z which, if Merit 790 be 
Had been reſpected, that aſpiring Fay'rite „ w 
Would have receiv'd from me, not I from him. broth 

Sol. The Viſier? ha! the Viſier? O my Cuproli, 19 8 
Thy Hate againſt him, if compar'd with mine, b ere 
Is mild as Children's undeſiguing Friendſhip. plaid 1 
In Glory he's thy Rival, min: in Love; 1. Rel 
Thee he debars from Greatneſs, me from Happineis e me a 
Which nothing but bis Blood can e' er attone for. then i 


1 2 J * 2 1 | 9" R 
Cupr. Now you're indeed a Prince: *Tis Royal Ang" . 


But Threats do nothing f my 
Sol. Nor ſhall my Vengeance terminnte in Threats; » ie 
You know I am not us'd to menace thus, 0 | war 
And therefore may believe I am in earneſt. ampiy 
Mar, My Company at preſent may be ſpared ; ore 
I will withdraw, and ſeex ſome other Place, ture! 


Where I may do more Service.. HT 
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Cytr. 1 do believe you; in your Looks appears 
de Reſentment, and you now reſolve 
fend it in your Eyes) to fill the Throne, 
4 bleſs your longing People with your Reign. 
JJ. O tort are not my Brain with curs'd Ambition; 
which J alvrays was averſe; but now 
ch more than ever, ſince my lab'ring Soul 
wholly taken up with Thoughts of Love. 
Cupr, Why *cis your Love that I defign to further; 
* Vifier ſtands betwixt your Hopes and you: 
cin you ever hurt a Hair of his, 
bile Ma homet is able to protect bim. 
So you have often ſaid. 
Cubr. And *tis too true. 
her:fore you either muſt contentedly 
ego your Miſtreſs, or dethrone your Brother. 
. oy ſhould he ſuffer for the Viſicr's Fault? 
rother's not my Riyal women 
Cub, Say you fo? 
ere this, unleſs my Truſty Agent 


plaid me falſe, — [ Afede, 


of, Retire, my worthy Friend; 
eme a Moment's Thought, and I will follow, 
thega impart my final Reſolution. 


Na Farcovel, my Lord. — I fee I have him fure; 
my arguments prove ineffectual, 
; ect cannot fail; it matters not 


ant Rbet'rick, fince my Stratagem 


a D y make Amencs for yo Defect. Exit. 


« Farega my Love? No — fooner ſwall the Frame 
ty yet my Soul 


ure be unraverd 
iks at the Horror of my Brother's Fate; 
dus my let Endeayour to complete 
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My Happineſs without diſturbing his, 

But if it be decreed that either he 

Muſt quit his Throne, or I that charming Maid; 

My Choice is made; it will be leſs unnat'ral 

To break the Tie of Kindred than of Love. 
Enter the Kiſler Aga. 


ths de 
u wa 
ſhatl 
muc! 


But ſee, here comes the Meſſenger of Death. you th 
I fear I am betray'd, L Ic 
Kifl, My Lord, your Ear; trogp 
Can you not gueſs my Bus'neſs? ſince 
Sol. Gueſſing, Sir, thus, 
Ts not my Talent ; pray explain your ſelf; j Re 
And I may apprehend. e Bea 
Kiſi, ] hear of late 4 6 
You are grown che Sultan'e Rival in bis Pleaſures. = 10 
Sol. Spare your Preambles, and without more Preface 8 ac 
Speak your Thoughts boldly, ſay in ſhort you came pre tl 
To give me notice of approaching Death. 2 
Xifl. Your Fears are groundleſ> : True, I know your Faul oy it 
And muſt, my Lord, upbraid you for your Raſhneſs; RY, 
Bat not one Drop of your illuſtrious Blood my 


HF t 
Shall through my Intormation e er be ſpiit, =” 


Sol. Ha! 
Kifl, Nay more; I came to proffer you my Service; Wil 7 N 
118 


4 

And am ſo far from enrerprifing ought "61 
Apainſt your Life, that Iwill ſtake my own Ss 9 N 
To make you happy. erred « 

Sol. You have o o erpower'd me 5 | * 0 
With unexpected Kindneſs, that my Tongue with tz 
Is mute, and Speech too ſcanty to expreſs bis Fae 
My inward Gratitude I cannot thank you- With 7% 

Kii. Nor ought you pay your Thanks till! deſerye cm 8 
Which J cre long will do ; for if my Int reſt | 

| nced 


Love and Empire. 
lle Seraplio be worth deſii ing, 
way command it: She for whom you lighs 
hall be yours; and ſure that lovely Maid 
much excels the Sultan's other Beauties, 
joy the Sultan. 
can hold no longer; 
fruggling Gratitude muſt have ſome vent; 
ince in Words it cannot, thus it; ſpeaks, ; 
thus, and thus Hugs him. 
il Reſerve your Raptures for your Miftreſs's Ear, 
„ Beauty for your ſake 1 will conceal 
| Ma/ommet; mean-while we may have leiſure 
Con tation, and contrive the Means 
ing her to your Arm Your noble Carriage, 
more than Princely Qualities, command 
Tice and Reſpect of all that know you. 
ore it any Obſtacle there be 
any be prejudicial to your Love, 
me. Sir, that L with timely care 
dur to remove it. 
"rs is a dreadful one; 
Her is my Rival. 
Tbis goes well. [ Aſide: 
iter? Sure you have been miſ-inform'd, 
This Letter will convince you, which juſt now 
9 00 rr 
een me, my Lord; ['Sol. gives the Letter, 
with this may prove his bold Preſumption, 
bis Face confront him. Doubt not, Sir, 
Mt Threats (hall force him to deſiſt. 

Enter Pyrthus behind. 

a 4 omer, thou art again ſecure; 
| N need thy Pow'r, 
hat do | ſee? 


ce 


7 avi 


ce; 
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Tou come in time 
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My Friend in Conſultation with my Riyal ? 
Sol. Words cannot utter 

How much your Generoſity affects me; 

You have this Minute liv'd an Age of Friendſbip; — 

And I will ſtudy to deſerve your Kindneſs, 

Farewel and be, if poſſible, as happy 

As you would make the grateful Sohyman. 2 
Kit. That's very poſſible, —— Ha! bere, my Lord 


Pyr. To witneſs to your Palſhood. 
Could I have thought I. ever ſhould have cauſe © 
T' upbraid your Breach of Faith? 

Kiſi. Nor have you now. 

Pyr. Why do you ſhift the Accuſation from you ? 


For carrying on your Int'reſt ; nay yet more, 
He will be wholly guided by my Couaſel, 


Are you not falſe? on 
Xiſl. 1 am, but not to you, * 6 
No, Sic - I could not give a better Proof +a 
Of my unviolated Fidelity, lic 
Than by this ſeeming Falſhood =—= to you ſeeming, ny 2 
But real to the Prince, For by the help hv 
Of this pretended Kindneſs Vve recover'd A. 
Your Letter, and diſarm'd him of the Pow'r 1 _ 
To do you Miſchief.— [ Gives him the 14. 
Pyr. I appreheng, and muſt with Shame applaud 3 
Thy Wit, and bleſs thy unexampled Friendſhip. bay 
Kiſl. But what's yet more; I have by this Cm 
All that could make your Rival formidable. hea 
Now I have laid his Jealoufie alcep, IM 
Which otherwiſe might have prov'd fatal to vs. 2 % 
And now periuaded of my Zeal to ſerve him, Vexfur 
What-cer I do for you, he will applaud . 
As done for him; and I ſhall have his Thanks | _ 


——w— — At ot 8 
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ind move as I direct him: Nay perhaps | 
is and Marama's Cunning may be uſeful 

To further our Deſign, and you promote | ' BUY 

Your Int'reſt by th? Aſſiſtance of your Rival. ; | | 

yr. That ever I ſhould once ſuſpect ſuch Tas. J 4 

dach wond'rous Friendſhip ! But thy Plot was wrought, | 

Too fine for my dull Sight: Canft thou forgive me? 

. My Lord, I cannot blame you; 1 Wl 

ben you heard and fave what paſs'd between us. 

four good Opinion of my Truth was ſtagger d, | 

e you knew all, — But come, no more of this, | 

)-50p not, brave Sir; Fortune is yet your own. 

dall theſe Difficulties will ere long 

ed kinder Influence, inhance your Joys, 

id only ſerve improve your Happineſs. 

Zr. O] Bleflings on thee, whoſe reviving Words 
we raid me from the Depth of black Deſpair ; 
d more giv'n me the delightful Proſpect 
ny approaching Bliſs. And row methinks 

„ Cos of our Misfortunes break away; 

ſpight of all the Dangers which have threaten d, 

Genius whiſpers J ſhall yet be happy. 

id (11! the more I think, my Hopes rife higher 3 


0 


4 * vvely Creature's mine; I have her here; 
ere mine 0 Bleſſing inexpreiſible! 
* tere Reverſion of which is better 
de Poſſeſſion of all other Pleaſures <a 


Enter Mahomet attended. 
ah, here is that ſaucy Slave, that dares controul 
"c:ſur2s, and infringe my beſt Prerogetive ? 
un, have I found thee? Tell me quickly 
aa thou dare to keep the charming Abra, 
* Mirzcle ot Beauty, from my Sight? 
„ Diſcover'd! This unlock d- for Accident 
C 2 _ mn; 


52 Abra- Mule : Or, 


Has fo amaz d me, that I'm Thunder- ſtruck, 

And know not what to anſwer. 
Mah, What, ſpecchleſs? 

EKiſt. I muſt cot feſe, your Majeſty has much 

© Eurpriz'd me by this unexpected Queſtion, 

She whom you ſpeak of is this Day arriv'd; 

And therefore not yet fit appear before you, 

And ſhew her Beauty at the beſt Advantage. 

Nor did I ever yet receive Command 

To bring your charming Slaves to your Embraces 

Juſt at their firſt Arrival. 

Mah. But I hear 

This is a Beauty of ſuch uncommon Excellence, 

That none who ever ſhone within my Court 

Could match her dazzling Rrightneſs ; and if fo, 

Thou ſhouldſt have brought me the tranſporting News 

Of her Arrival, with as great Impatience | Hh 

As if th' inferior Monarchs of the World "Tf 

Were all unanimouſly come, to lay 


14. 


Their Scepters at my Footſtool, and reſign Ki. A 
The yet unconquer'd Globe. Hr. T 
Pyr. O give me Patience. 5 It 
Kiſl, Moſt might y Emperor ꝓʒ— nos 
Mah. Peace, formal Slave; dot 

1 have not time to hear thy dull Excuſes; e of 
Be dumb, and liſten to my ſtrict Commard, t, the 

I charge thee bring that lovely charming Maid u my 
Into the pleaiant Grotto near the Palace; ue hi 
Loet her attend me there. Look thou obey me, e 
Or by my Hopes and boiling Expectation dam 
Thy Life ſhall an{wer it, laren ar 
Pyr, Dread Sir, I hear | curt 
The Fury of the murm'ring Populace line che 
Is ris'n ſo high, that they begin to threaten Writ, 
Out inf 
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aur Gcred Life, and the ſeditious So diers 
fk of revolting, 
. Moſt audacious Traitor 
it «gi Care to quell their Mutiny : 
They val not rob me of a Moment's Pleiſure. 
„ firſt Vl go where Love and Beauty call me 
hen put on Majeſty, and be all Monarch; 
ve the preſu mptuous Rebels with my Frowas, 
1d look them into Duty — As they ſay 
celebrated King, the mighty Fove, 
„gd with Empire left his Throne above; 
1! for a while enjoy'd the Sweets of Love. 
'ow'ring high to his ſublime Abode, 
book Carth and Seas with his Imperial Nod, 
nurn d to Thund'ring, and reſum'd the God, ¶ Exit. 
% Sore 'twas a Dream, and my deluding Fancy 
s (217d me with a Vition — Say, my Friend, 
awake? and was the Sultan here 
Nie Alas | he was 
Nr. Then all, it ſeems, was rea), 
m the very Wretch that Fate deſign'd. 
bis impoſſible — It cannot be 
y, out a Moment fince I was mott happy, 
we! future His. — 0! o — | was nof —- 
, then | dream'd ; and fed on Airy Hopes, 
Wh my own flatt'ring Wiſhes form'd — but now 
fue das rous'd me from that pleaſing Sleep, 
ede jeel, and throughly underſtand 
Nami Nis'ry — But Ii not complain; 
en and Cowards rail at their Mis ſortunes — 
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Ve, 


"| curb in my Grief, and in my Breaſt 

we the ſtruggling Paſlion 3 till my Veins 
Wii, and from my Eyes the guſhing Blood 
Wt inſte ad of Tears. 


1 
: 
: 
* 


f 
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Abra - Mule : Or, 
Kiſt. Capricious Chance 


How ſwift a Turn was This! Juſt as your Hope . 
Were elevated to the higheſt Pitch, = 
And bore you to the Clouds; they ſtrait retreated, wy 6 
And left you to Deſpair, . 
Hr. Ay, there's the Torment. ut 
So I have heard with equal ſuddenoeſs V 9 
4 Ebbing prodigiouſly the Sea withdrew, and a 
And quite defenceleſs leſt the ſcaly Race. . 
The Dolphins which ere · while with wanton Pride 3 
Spread their broad Fins, and laſt'd the foaming Tide; EE 
 Vainly c ſſay'd to ſuck the Faithleſs Flood "= 
With heaving Gills, and tumbled in the Mud. N 
And Whales which with their Trunks the Stars could rei * 
Now flounc'd and panted on the flimy Beach. * 
So bave my Hopes, whoſe Waves ere- while ran Oer, . 
And to the Skies my tow'ring Wiſhes borez * BY 
Retir'd, and left me gaſping on the Shore, Ex. I 
Pim 
AS 
ACT iv. SCENESLE 
SCENE A Pleaſmm Grotto. „ 
Enter Soly man, x 
Sol. Hither will Love and furious Jeaouke m 
. Hurry my Reſolution? Certain Death / 
1 know attends me, ſhould the trembling Leaves þ 
Or the leaſt Murmur of my Breath betray me; 
Yet here I'll hide my felf, and here unſeen E 
Obſerve, and liſten to the Sultan's Courtſhipz For ſig 
And ſee how he can move that cruel Beauty. Dan © 


Vain Hopes: His Pow's will force what ſþe den 
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1nd pet, my Friend the Niſſer s Project chears me, 
Who promiſes to bring her ro the Sultan 
und ix more Virgins, who for Youth and Beauty 
Way challenge all but her; them he adorns 
With all thi Embelliſhments that Art can give, 
Tbet Mahomet by ſuch Variety 
of 0\zefts may be puzzled ia his Choice; 
And all to help my Love— Hark ! They approach, ["Retires. 
Enter the Kiſler Aga with Abra. 
Compoſe your ſelf, dear Madam, dry your Eyes, 
\n4 {mooth your Looks; your Griet muſt be conceal'd. 
$hou'd you appear iu Tears before the Sultan, 
You would inſpire him with a jealous Rage, 
Which may perhaps prove fatal to us all. 
Abr, Im do my belt Endeavour, tho' I fear 
ily Sorrows are too great to be diſſembled. 


Fer Funuchs with Six Women of the Seraglio: The K iſler 


aces them with Abra. Then enter Mahomet, and ſtats 
vimfelf, 


A Sy mphony of ſoft Muſick; after which, this Song, 


Appy Monarch, who with Beauty 
Tireſoine Cares of State beguiles 
Whoſe Fair Subjects pay their Duty 
In conſenting Looks and Smiles: 
oo from the noiſie Battel comes, 

Num the forill Trumpet's Clangor, and the t hund ring Drum: | 
th Love's ſoft Accents to compoſe 
His Paſſion, ruffled by Bis Foes. 

Aud happy She, whoſe Eye: can dart 
A killing Shaft to reach his Heart: 

For ſure more Glory can no Female have, 

tan Se whoſe Charms this Conqu'ror can enſlave : 

en C4 


6 Abra - Mule: Or, 


Who the World's Lord her ſighing Captive views, 
vd in their mighty Monarch all Mankind ſubdue. 


[ After the Song, the Sultan riſes, and ſingles out Aba: 
Eunuc hs go off with the reſt of the Nomen: The Rifler 
retires to a Corner of the Stage. 


| Mah. How comes it, Fair One, that your down- caſt Look: 
| peak you unesſie, and Ciffatisfy'd 
Vith that high Honour, with your Beauty claims, 
ind which my Love confers ? Believe me, Maid, 
Lot one of thoſe, whom for your ſake I lighted, 
Would with Indift'rence have receiv'd my Paſſion: 
| Exceſs of Joy would raiſe their florid Charms 
And Pride would redden in their fluſhing Faces, 
Glow in their Cheeks, and ſparkle in their Eyes, 
But Diſcontent fits low'ring on your Brow, 
And by the Coldneſs of your Air you ſeom 
To diſapprove my Choice. 
Hor Your Pardon, Sir, 
If conſcious of my own Unworthineſs, 
And dead to all Ambition, I appear 
The lefs tranſported with your Royal Favours; 
My want of Merit mortifies my Price 
Nor can ! with full Satisfaction wear 
Thoſe Honours, which I never can deſetve. 
Mah. Or rather conſcious of your ma:chlefs Worth; 
' You rate your Beau'y at ſo high a Value, 
That nothing Human, in your tov/ ring Thoughts, 
1s worthy to poſſeſs it. 
Abr. Sacred Sir 
Mah, Or elſe in Pity to your Captire Monarch 
You ftrive to cloud your Brightneſs, and reſtrain 
| The Lightning of your Eyes; leſt on the ſpot 
Its Force ſhould Raſh me dcad Zut *ris in vain 
You 


au cannot check the killing Darts of Love; 

ioht of your ſelf you pieaſe, and in one Moment 
0 Glory of your Conqueſt is compleated. 

Ihr, Confound me not with Shame, nor call up all 
e good that arms my trembling Heart, to fill 

U Checks with Bluſhes. 

Vh, Why it matters not; 

ther you Bluſh, or Weep, or Smile, or Frovyn, 
w il2ys Charm; nor can you coin your Face 

0 11 unplealing Shape Therefore no more 
itte Doubts and Fears; this very Hour 

all be happy in your Sov'ie gü's Arms. 

fr, O never, Sir. 

ah, Ha! never? whoam I? 

A, Vhat have I faid ? Forgive me, Royal Sir; 
Fonguc bely'd my Thoughts 
vie Words; I am your Slave, and muſt obey. 

a, Ay Slave? and mult obey ? No, think not, Fair One, 
"| re{o.ve to raviſh, like a Tyrant, 

your cold Virgia Modeſty denies, 

forget the Monarch, and lay by 

; Loyalty; then court you like a Slave; 

d rour Feet, and woo you to Compliance. 

aur, Forbid it, Fate, that Sov'reign Majeſty 

ud lo far bs degraded, as to ſtoop 

nth the loweſt and moſt abject Wretch 

ever bore Mis fortune. 

an, Hah! no more, 

o more of that, my Love; why I am Fortune, 
Kw:0loc'er I ſmile on muſt be happy. 

zrelore cnlarge thy Withes, and demand 

ever Happineſs thy Thoughts can form: 

7 our Prophets Soul I ſwear to grant it. 


3 
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But I recall | 
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| Abr. Then thus, Sir, proftrate at your Royal Feet Shi 
1 humbly crave no other Boon than this; [ Kneel, * 
Reſtore me to my ſelf, (and ſo may all A 

c 


| Your Joys be crown'd) diſmiſs me from your Court, 
Mah. Not for the Empire of ten thoufend Worlds... MW” * 


+ My Oath, however ſolemn, binds me not wat 

| T' [mpoſſibilities.— What ! Live without thee? Tho 
As well thou may'ſt defire me to forego wa 
My Soul, my ſelf, and live without my Life, ou 
But tell me, ſtubborn Fair, what have you feen leer 

For which you thus decline your Happineſs, 

| And keep me at this Diſtance? Speak, what it it ”_ 
| That makes you thus aver ſe to Love and Glory ? n 
| Abr. O queſtion me no more — I dare not ſpeak, f * 
Mah. What do you fear? My Preſence cannot awe you! x " 

To you I am no Monarch. of 

Abr. I'm a Virgin. pw. 

Mah. Well. Lil 

Abr. And prize my Honour dearer than my Life, Wl © 

Mah. Make you no Diff'rence then between the Ad "»oſ 

Of Kings and common Men? By my Embraces __ 
Tour Virtue is not ſally'd, but ermobled A wit! 
Above its native Worth; as my Effigies Bear 
Stamp'd on my Coin adds Value to the Metal, . 

Abr. O do not, Sir, delude me with falſe arguing ; BM" ©* * 
The greateſt Monarch's Actions cannot make Wills 
Virtue of Vice; as by your Royel Image Aue 
Silver's not chang d to Gold, nor Brafs to Silver. ne ref 

| Therefore I beg you, Sir 2 
Mah, Riſe, Emprefs, riſe Nh all t. 

For from this Moment be that Title thine ; 7 So 
Such Beauty join d wich ſuch tranſcendent Virtue nt 


Deſerves no leſs. — Here, take her to thy Care, [ Io ih Kill 
| Droop not, fair Excellence; your Chaſtity 
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gal not be violated. — Holy Rates 
zul make us one, and juſtiſie our Pleaſures. t 
r ome of the attending Eunuchs wait. [To the Kifler. 
On her to ber Apartment; but return E 
N ſelf, and inſtantly attend me here. [ Exit Kiſl. with Abr. 
Prodigious Change! That a licentious Monarch, 
Vho many Years with boundleſs Luxury 
hu rioted on Beauty, ſhould at laſt 
lecome as very a fighing, whining Lover, 
beer Romance or Poetry could form? 
Re- enter the Kiſler- Aga. 
repre my Royal Preſents, and attend 
liz beauteous Abra with Imperial Robes; 
let her have for her peculiar Reſidence 
e ol the Sultaneſss rich Apartments. 
J. Your Majeſty ſhall be obey d. 
Nah, Tor Morrow! 
yr her, and reinforce my Suit. 
[row I knew not what it was to love; 
hoſe Deſires deſery'd a fouler Name, 
this fair Charmer has refin'd my Paſſions, 
v! with her Virtue taught me to admire 
V Jeauties of the Mind : Therefore for her 
vi. endure the tedious Toil of Courtſhip. 
me be happy in this am'rous Siege; 
[| [2rgive the Fates the Loſs of Buda. 
i (are 1 ſhall ſucceed: She's more than mortal, 
de reſiſt me; when the Charms of Empire 
{1216 their Forces, her great Soul to move, 
dall the ſoft Artillery of Love. Exit. 
do now tis finiſh'd ——— Cruel Deſtiay, 
halt done thy worſt, and I defic thee now. 


you! 
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Enter Pyrrhus. 
Hr. O Friend 
Xi. My Lord ? 
Hr. Why doſt thou ſpeak fo coldly f 
Canft thou not call me Friend? 
Kift. I cannot. 
Pyr. Why? 
Riſt. Becauſe it is not juſt you ſhould be mine, 
Ualeſs I could be yours. 
Pyr. Why, art thou not? 
Ri. I would be. 
Pyr. Then thou art. 
Xi But cruel Fortune 
Pyr. Why Friendſhip is above the reach of Fortune; 
Not to be rated from the blind Events 
Of giddy Chance — But thou haſt ſpoken this 
Only to wave the Horror of my Fate, 
And molline my Sentence But no more; 
Pronounce my Doom, for I can bear it now, —— 
And yet thou need'ſt not; thy deſpairiog Looks 
Have told me all the Tragick Tale already. 
R.. My Lord, I would adviſe you to be calm, 
Summon the Force of Reaſon to your Aid; 
And think no more of this unhappy Beauty. 


Pyr. Alas! Thou know'f1l not what thou wouldſt a0 


My Love is grown immortal, as my Soul, 

And can no more be ſhaken off than That. 

*Tis no wild, fudden Start of youthful Blood; 
But utterly diſclaims the Name of Paſſan : 

And is the great and regular Deſire 

Ot Happineſs, implanted in us all; 

That Spring which turns the univerſal Wheel 
Of Human Actions Therefore talk no more 
Of that —— Put, as thou fay't, I will be calm; 


e 
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ud not diſparage with indecent Sorrow ; 
yy great Misfortunes But proceed, my Friend, 
4nd tell the Circumſtances of my Fate. 
Ki, 1 have not leifure now ; I muſt be gone 
ith Speed to execute the Sultan's Orders; 
Fut 25 we go 1 will inform you all. | 
2;y. Yet ere thou ſtir, I will prevail with thee 
72 grant me one Requeſt, 
. What's that, my Lord? 
To let me ſee her, ere I leave the World. 
i. Ah! Sir, why would you urge your Fate, and mine?” 
Nat for the World, no not for the Enjoyment 
IF her I love, would I the leaſt endanger 
The Safety of my Friend. 
0! thee 1 only beg to be directed 
To her Apartment; I alone will dare 
de Hager of the Sultan. 
£7, have thought ont, 
ins you ſhall go. 
*, Now Bleſſings on thy Head. 
©, But you muſt condeſcend to be diſguis'd, 
*::0n a Negro's gloomy Face, and take 
\; Zunuch's Dreſs, 
*. © any thing, my Friend 
re 22rd the Pow'rs themſelves of old, for Love 
leis than mine, have left their Starry Thrones, 
e bid their dazzling Forms in Brutal Shapes; 
c* cnarming were the Beauties which they ſought, 
irs gore their Condeſcenſion. 
i Mabomet 
v1. 70t renew his Viſit till to- morrot y; 
dert tore to-day you may with little Hazard 
dar Diſguiſe be brought to her Apartment. 
For me there is no Danger of Diſcoy'ry; 
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Since nought remains but Death, and {ſure Deſpair, 
Kit. No; I have yet ſome faint Remains of Hope; 


Abra - Muie : Or, 


Perhaps I may inflame with Jealouſie 
The Sultaneſs's proud, imperious Spirit 


To ſuch a Height, that her unbounded Rage 
Ev'n now may furniſh her with means to part them, [ Exe, 
Solyman from his Covert. 

"Tis well-— My Love is in a hopeful way —— 


The Sultan burns and languiſhes like me; 


Ard tho' he wants her Love, he has her Perſon, 
And may complete bis Wiſhes when he pleaſes. 


The Viſier, tho' he wants her Perſon, yet 


Enjoys her Love; only th' abandon'd Solyman, 
Curſt with ill Stars, born in a luckleſs Minute, 
Has nothing of the Lover, but the Torment, 


And yet to make me more contemptible, 

I am become the Sport of a curſt Slave; 

Abus d and cheated by that helliſn Eunuch. 
Confuſion ! I want Patience to endure 


A thought of this Maſt I be made their Engine? 


Their Under-Too!, eto truckle to my Rival? 
O! I ſhall burſt with Fury, if my Friends, 
Whom I appointed to attend me hers, 


Come not to my Relief — ] muſt go ſeek them 
To vent my Rage, and caſe my burden'd Soul. 
Enter Haly and Cuproli. 


O you are come in time to my Aſfſtance. 
To help me 


Cupr. What? 
Sol. Curſe. 


Hal, Curie hom? 


Sol. The Sultan, Viſſer, Kiſer, Al the World. 
Cupr, The Provocation ? 
Sol. I want Breath to tell you; 


Love and Empire. | 
les you'll help me to diſcharge my Fury; 10 
cbendring Death and Vengeance on their Heads, | 
Hal. Then you have loſt your Miſtreſs ? All: 
Sol. Paſt Recov'ry. 4 
Cupr, What, is ſhe dead | 
del. She is to me. 
Cutr. The Sultan has poſſeſi d ber? 
Sol, No; but he is reſoly'd, 11 
Cypr, And you ſtand here, 
1nd bravely bid us curſe him It not ſo? 1 
Sol, Ha! | 
Cujr. My Lord, 1 wear a Sword to do you Service; | 
dt for that Female Valour, Noiſe and Railing —- 
Your Pardon, Sir — Tis nat a Soldier's Talent. 
Hal. Is it a Time to curſe, in this nice Jan&we, 
hen viggard Fate allows yuu not a Day 610 
75 manage an Affuir of fach Importance? i} 
| 


_— 


You mult, before to morrow's Dawn, depoſe 
Your Brother, or for ever loſe your Miftreſs, 
gel. hat I have heard and ſeen has wrought more with me 
Thar, all you urge — Les, I am now refoly'd N 
J aſcend the Throne; and you ear wirneſs for me; 9 
That was tender of my Brother's Fate; Ii 
ka; drove it to the laſt Rxtremity, {ll 
tore I would conſent to act this Vivlence, | 
\ now his Doom is fix d; propote the Means. 
Cuy;r. The Viſier's Ruin ſmoothe the way to his} 
lou mult begin with him. 
au, At your Deſire 
Ide threat ning Army will ſurround the Palace; 
nd with one gen'ral Voice demand his Head. 
d No [ye more artfully contriv'd his Death 
leit the Army's Idol, and beſides 
Ach violent Proceedings may be dang tous; 


v.. 2 — 


loſe 3 
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But I will order Matters with ſuch Conduct, 
That Mahornet ſhall of his own accord 
Pronounce his Fav'rite's Doom, and by his Ruin 
Be inſtrumental to his own Deſtruction. 
Cupr, That were indeed a Maſterly Contrirance. 
Sol. The Viſier, aided by that other Fiend, 
The Kiſter Aga, has with him agreed 
To viſit his lov'd Abra in Diſguiſe: 
And apprehends no Danger of Diſcovery, 
Becauſe the Sultan, till to-morrow Morning, 
Reſolves t abſent himſelf from her Apartment. 
Now I will plant my Spies t obſerve their Motions; 
And ive me notice when they are ſecure: 
And then you know there are a thouſand ways 
To give the Sultan ſecret Intimation 
Of this Deſign: He, fir d. with jealous Rage, 
Will fly to her Apartment, and ſurprize them 
Perhaps in their E£mbraces —— Then vrhat follows 
Your ſelves may gueſs. | 
Cupr. This cannot fail; let's inſtantly about it. 
Sal. Yes, I'll diſpatch — And ere the Sun has finiſh'd 
One Revolution more, he ſhall behold 
A greater in this Empire--—— Beauteous Abra 
Sure never were there Charms like thine, on which 
The Fate of this great Monarchy depends, 
Let dull Aſtrologers foretel the Doom 
Of Kingdoms from. the Stars, and with their Schemes 
And Calculations cheat the giddy Crowd: 
Mere ruling is the Aſpect of thy Beauty, 
Than That of thoſe bright Orbs —-. To States and Empires 
More fatal Influence flaſhes from thy Eyes, 
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Than all thoſe glitt ring Balls that light the Skies, ¶ Ex 
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SCENE Changes to a magnificent Apartment, 1 

Abra and 'Zaida, Imperial Robes lying on the Table, | 

4bra. Sure, my dear Zaida, ſuch ill Planets rul'd | [ 

Ws Birth, that tis above the Pow'r of Fortune hill 

make me happy, —— 

hy was I fingled out from all my Sex 

Þ be this gawdy Wretch ? to be advanc'd 

I this great Empire? when ſo many Millions 

old be tranſported with thoſe envy'd Honours | 

ich ſhe has heedle ſly miſplac'd on me. | 

fall this Grandeur ſerves but to refine | 

f Woes, and dignihe my great Misfortunes: | 
| 
f 


iſ» ſparkling Gems, and Chains of Orient Pearl, 
i: plirt'ring Gold, and theſe gay coſtly Robes il 
e only to enrich and gild my Mis'ries, 0 
mike me wretched with more Pomp and Splendor, | | 
Lud Be comforted, dear Madam: Time perhaps Fi} 
ireconcile you to Imperial Greatneſs, | 
{make theſe heavy Robes of State fit eaſie. | 
Enter the Kifler Aga, and Pyrrhus in Diſcui e. 
ke the Kiſer comes, your kind àſſiſter; i! 
4p: he brings you Comfort from your Lord —— 1 
He comes attended with a Slave; 
ome fatal Meſſage from the Sultan. 
[The Kiſler comes forwarg: 1 
%, Ati! Sir, what Tidings now? Tell me what Hope? 
1s my Lord? 

* 1 Ver.] Beyond Expreſſion blefs'd, | 
Us he claſps the moſt elab'rate Pattern | | 
umn Exccllence -— Thou all Perfection | Il 
lit — — My Soul 


I Sw. Wh 


Abra 82 Mule 2 Or 7 X 
Zaid. She faints 
Pyr. Stand off, my Love will prove the beſt Phyſician 

The warmth of glowing Kiſſes ſhall infuſe 

Freſh Spirits, and renew the ſprightly Motion 

Of her unactive Pulſes — Speak, my Love, 


[in 

'Tis I, thy Pyrrbus— Sure my Voice will raiſe thee: Ind: 
Wake from thy Trance, lift up thy heavy Lids, Py 
And bleſs me with the Luſtre of thy Eyes. ten 
Abr. Tis he himfelf, my Dear, my only Lord —= „ tu 
And now the Confli& of tumultuous Paſſions, Id t 
Which quite o erpower d my Soul, and bore me from my er 
Is ſunk into a Calm —— Doubt, Rope, and Fear 000 
Are vaniſh'd, and have wholly left my Breaſt No 
To fierce tranſporting Joy — Too well I know Nor 
The Lines of that ador'd Majeſtick Face = 
To be decei d; nor can the Power of Art 100 
Diſguiſe thee from my Love — 1 i 
yr. Thou kindeſt, faithfulleſt of all thy Sex n. 

I almoſt fear d that this vile ſervile Drefs, av 
And th' artificial Negro in my Face 2 


Would bide me ev'n from Thee: and make thee loath me, 
Fly my Embraces, and difown my Arms, it 
And tis indeed prepoſt'rous, while I join 
Thi: grim Complexion wit'z that charming Face; 
Throw my black Arms about thy ſnowy Neck, 
And fully thus its Whiteneſs — O my Love, 
Suits this baſe Habit with thoſe Royal Robes; 
Or a great Empreſs with an abject Slave? | 
Abr. Yet are our Souls well pair d, and fit each otbe avs 
No matter for the Outſide ; and believe me 
Thou charm'ſt me more, my Love, in this Diſguile! 
Than once thou did'ſt when deck d in ſhining Armour. ”Y 
And al! the Dreadful Gaeity of War, by 1 
Thou cam'ſt to pour thy Thunder on my Foes, "vp 
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ad reſcue me from thoſe curs d Raviſhers. 
Tho! then, when I beheld thy wondrous Port, 
Gen'rous Compaſſion mix'd with awful Majeſty ; 
[in 2 Moment gaz d my Soul away, 
1rd languiſh'd, ſigh'd, and dy'd upon the Object. 

F. What was my Tranſport then? when firſt I ſaw thee 
ſrembling, and in Con fuſion; pale and redd'ning 
turns; when all thy Charms were in a hurry; 
j:d the retreating, and returning Blood 
wori'd me with Viciſſitude of Beauty. 
Bow did my Heart —- But 'tis unutterable ; 
% Words of Rapture can expreſs my Paſſion, 
Nor how | fince have lov'd. And yet tis pleaſant 
To think and recolle& our paſt Delights. 
| may look backward then, forward 1 dare not ; 
or tis a gloomy Proſpect; and my Soul 
rt at the Horror 
dir, O —b, | 
Dr. Why do you figh? 
Ar. C:n you ask? 
* 'Tis true indeed our Woes bave made that Quettion 
pertinent — well — you may veep your Fill 
vor deny you your fad Share of Grief; 
cue due, and twould be great Injuſtice 
you of your Right, — But ſpeak, my Love, 
V1 thou not ſay I reſcu'd thee ? 
4%. You did. 
] reſcu'd thee indeed But oh! — for whom? 


ny fe! 


me, 


athe 5 
ene but won thee from leſs pow rful Foes 
o eld thee to a greater; and from him 

ct 4 ww 7 1 
07 all T reſcue thee? 

our, 


41, Some kind Pow'r inftru& you. 
„Noz they have fill been deaf to all my Pray'rs; 
al's my Deſigns, and frown'd upon my Love, 
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I am as weak, and helpleſs as thy ſelf; 

And all that I can do is now to mingle 

My Tears with thine, to ſob upon thy Breaſt; 
And vent my Sorrows in unmanly Wailing. 

Abr. Since then tis doom'd that we muſt part for ever 

Pyr. Ha! Part for ever! Let me think on that 
Eternal Separation —— Racking Thought! 

Tis not to be endur'd ——- Can I bear this? 

To loie thee now, when I've ſo long purſu d thee” 
Through the wild Mazes of uncertain Chance? 
When by long Cuſtom, and an Age of Love 
Thou'rt rooted and ingrafted in my Heart? 

Or can I think with Patience that another 

Rifles thy Charms, and No, I will not bear it; 
But fly this very Moment to thy Reſcue ; 

Tear off this ſlaviſh, this diſgraceful Habit, | 

And put on Armour; lead my conqu ring Troops 
Againſt my Maiter ; and by force of Arms 
Compel the lawleſs Tyrant to refign thee. 

Xi, My Lord, you rave; your fierce, unbridled Paſlior 
Tranſports you into Frenzy; elſe you would not 
Talk with ſuch Heat of Things impoſſible. 

Pyr. Ah! cruel Friend, why wouldſt thou ſtop my Madneſ 
Wich ill-tim'd Reaſon ? While my Rage was hot, 

I was inſegiible of my Misfortunes 

But now I'm cool, my feſtring Sorrows ſaart, 
And I'm relaps'd into a Coward —— Oh 

Bear me, my Love, ſupport me on thy Boſom ; 
Or I ſhall fink beneath my pond'rous Woes, 
And at thy Feet expire. 

Abr, Alas! my Lord, if your great Martial Spirit 
Le quite unmann'd, and melted into Softneſs; 

How {hall a poor weak Woman's tender Soul 


Bear up beneath the preſſing Weight of Sorrow? 
You 
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Your Torments all are trebled in my Breaſt; 
11d I have far more need of you to prop 
My finking Body — Oh! — My boding Heart 
7:ls me, my Lord, theſe are our laſt Embraces, 
1nd we ſhall never, never meet again. 

. Then — to prevent it —— We will never part — 
— Wi: is my fix'd and final Reſolution, 

Ar. What means my Love? 

ur. Mean? Canſt thou ask the Queſtion? 
jou wouldſt not have me leave thee. 

Abr. Not leave me? 

Pyr. No. 

46r, You ſhall, you muſt. 
br, Ist poſſible? 
I» | hear this from thee? 
Ar. Alas! He raves 
call your Thoughts, my Lord; think where you are: 
u die, if you're diſcover d. 
. Death is certain, 
ether 1 flay, or no — For canſt thou think 
wil faryive that Hour (Oh! hold my Brain! ——) 
ich yields thy Beauties to the Sultan's Bed? 
neyer — Death then either way is certain »——— 
dy the defp'rare Choice which now I make, 
e ſe y remaining Minutes of my Life 
v4! be ſpent in gazing on thy Charms, 
Res and Embraces. Till to-morrow 
Sultan will be abſent 3 This (che' ſhort) 
rer than an Ape of vulger Life. 
Ws ſhall 1 manage to the beſt Advantage 
a precious Moment Ev'n in Death's laſt Pangs 
coſing Eyes ſhall view thee; and my Ears 
uk in the Mufick of thy charming Accents: 
tir, loy'd Name ſhall cool upon my Lips 


ſor 


adnell 


. 
— — ” 
— ———ů ů ̃˙² N. —-— OOO 
. 


70 Abra - Mulè: Or, 


The laſt, or die unſiniſhd on my Tongue. 

Abr. Nay, then indeed I am completely wretched; 
Since I am forc'd to beg in vain for that 
Which, if obtaia'd, is worſe than Death O fly, 
Fly, my dear Lord Since your own Life is vyalu'd 
At nothing by you, let my Danger wake you; 
Think how you can endure to ſee me die. 

Pyr. I know the Sultan's Love will fave thy Life; 
He'd ſooner ſtab himſelf chan thee —— Too well 
I know thy Pow'r, to apprehend that Danger. 

Abr. What ſhall I do to fave him? — Yet in pity 
To me, conſider what I muſt endure, 
To ſee thee in thy laſt convulſive Agonies; 
Strangled by impious Hands before my Face, 
Gaſping for Life, and ſobbing out thy Soul 
Oh! Horror | —- Diſmal Image! —— Speak you, Sir 

[To the Kill 

Perſuade him from this Frenzy —— Sure you will, 
Unleſs, like him, you too have loſt your Senſe:; 
Quite doz d and ſtupify d with our Misfortunes. eu 

Kifl. My Lord, you muſt comply; and let our Pray ts 


Divert you from this defp'rate Reſolution : oſt th 
For tho that Fair One may be ſafe, your (elf ly In 
And Friend muſt both inevitably periſh. wand wi bl, 

Pyr. My Friend? Oh! whither have my Thoughts be th" 
That I ſhould be regardleſs of thy Safety? ITE 
That Thought indeed has broke my firm Reſolves "my 
And now I go—— lt cannot, will not be C we! 
My Soul is quite unable to command Vr. 
My Body, or my Body to obe fects 
Go? Leave ſuch Excellence? No; rather baniſh * Cat 


All Reaſon, common Senſe, and be-a Villain: 
Be any thing, do, ſuffer any thing, 
Rati 
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uber than part — Again at this Diſtraction ————— 
da:? Be a Villain Inſupportable 
pardon me, my Friend And leſt I ſhould 
4pſe again, ſound Villain in my Ears 10 
I am conquer d now Id ſooner ſuffer | 
ub, Fire, Racks, Wheels, Impalements, ev'a the Pangs [ 
lc1og her; nay, after that, of Life, 
m wrong my Friend — And leſt impetuous Paſſion 11 
in ſhovid blind my Reaſon, 1 will go | 
Minute — Yet — once more— one laſt Embrace 


d then farewel —— for ever 


Juſt as he is going off, j 
Enter Mahomet attended. | | 
Mal, Ha! fo familiar! claſp'd in their Embrace: ; 


it as I was inform'd —— But is it poſſible? | 
us my choiceſt Fay'rite? Art thou Pyrrious ? | 
„ Sulran, I am. | 
ag. Prodigious Inſolence· 14 
tlun'ſt thou then to brave me to my Face, f ö 
thus zvov/ thy black Ingratitude? 'Þ 
ut thou not bluſh —— But thou doſt well to skreen | 
7 Impudence with Eahiopian Night; ! 

ut black Complexion ſuits thy guilty Mind, | ll 
bd th ignominious Habit of a Slave Tl 
tres thee well —— A Gen'ral's warlike Dreſs | 
gan d thee moſt This is thy proper Garb, 
ic wel; befits thy baſe, degen rate Soul. | | 
br, | tell thee, Sultan, this unkingly Railing 10 
ects rnore Scandal on thy ſelf, than me. 1 
by canſt thou brand me with that hateful Vice 
ich 1 diſdain to name? Me, who have prop'd - | 
'uaking Throne, and crown'd thy Arms with Conqueſt, {| 
'n by bis Act, far which thou now upbraid'ft me, Ul] 

Meng ese not; for know, the berautcous Abre | 


Has 
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Has long been mine, before ſhe ſaw thy Court: 

And if thou force her from me, I retoft 

That nauſeous Word, and tell thee, Thou'rt ungrateful, | 
Mah. Thine, Villain, thine? That lovely Creature thine? WR, ; 

By what But I'll not parly with my Slave; | 

Away to Death with that audacious Traitor, 

Whoſe unexampled Boldneſs ſo amaz'd me, 

That I'd almoſt forgot I was a Monarch, 

Quick, inſtantly , diſpatch— I will not hear him. 
Abr. O ſpare him, fave him, ſpare your Hero's Life; 

His Love 


| | Mah. Dar'ſt thou, Ungrateful, intercede ? 
Did not thy Charms protect thee, thou ſhou'dft bleed, 
But tho thy Beauty fires me, y ct I hate thee; he v 
And know, tis more love of my ſelf than thee, |, kh. 0 
| That faves thee from my Fury, | ut R 
8 Abr. Barb'rous Tyrant fin y. 


O pardon, Sir, that heedleſs raſh Expreſſion ——— 
Yau are all that's Good, Majeſtick, Great, and Noble; 
| I will embrace and kiſs your Royal Feet, bar d. 
| Do any thing to fave his precious Life. 
| Mah. Fool that thou art, by this fond Interceſſion 
| To wing his Fate Why, for thy fake he dies: 
Nor canſt thou ſtudy more effectually 
To plead againſt him, than by pleading for him. 
| Abr. Will nothing mollifie that flinty Heart ? 
Unleſs you inſtant]y reverſe his Sentence 
No Promiſes nor Threats, no Racks nor Crowns 
Shall urge me to comply with your Defires, 
But if women 
Mah, Speak on, for I can liſten now. | 
Pyr. I charge thee hold; I bar that fatal Compact 1 
Thivk'ſt thou to ſave my Life by this Compliance? 
No, no, my Lore The thought of that will end me 
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& thin his Commands; then thou wile be 
urckreſs, and my dying Breath ſhall curſe thee. 

. Confuſion!-——How he trifles with my Fury! 
V ze Villains, bear him to his Death; 

that helliſh Slave, his baſe Accomplice, 


better of his Treaſons, ſhare his Fate. 
"r1irreſs 
, Yes, I'll leave thee, Tyrant, Monſter; 


by loath'd Sight, and fly from the rnoſt hated 
te mot loy'd of Men-—O my dear Lord! 
gro for ever to thy Breaſt, 
ve wich thee; his Rage ſhall never part us. 
i, Give me a Dagger — l'll defer no longer 
Revenge No, Serpents, I'll not part you; 
ag you cloſer, nail you to each other 
. [Fnſt going to ſlab em, ſpies the Lester: 
lay 2 Moment This may diſcover more. 
vat deteſted Villain's Character 
een your Kindneſs——Ha! Another Rival! 
er Rival mention'd in this Letter 
r will my Tortures end? But yet 'twas lucky 
vd em not, before I ſpy'd this Paper; 
12d is unknown” Traitor ſcap'd rny Vengeance; 
bs. So he ſhall ſtill for me; I'll ne'er diſcover him, 
u. Why, doſt thou love him too? 
„ No—He's of all Mankind, except thyſelf, 
moſt Object of my Scorn and Hate; 
vil elter him from thy Revenge, 
Wie him inſtrumental to my ou. 
1 underſtand thee not, thou talk'ſt in Riddles 
de thou mean'ſt, I ſcorn thy foolifh Threats. 
* r unfold this Myſtery; 
D 
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[ Points to the Kiſler. 


[ Riſmg, drops a Letter. 
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Let him be rack'd, 'till be reveal this Secret. 


That Tor ments can unbinge my Reſolution, 


\ His Rage is now ſo high, that this Diſcoy'ry 


— 
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Since She perfiſts ſo obſſinate, ſpeak Thou; [71 f 
Thou wilt not ſure protect thy hated Rival, 
Pyr. Yes; ſince I can no more be injur d by him, 
Pil ne ld bim from thy Fury — My great Soul 
Diſdaius to ſtoop to ſuch a mean Revenge, 
Nor will l tain my Honour at my Death, 
By ſuch a baſe and cowardly Imprachment, 
Mah. So reſolute? Yet we ſhall find a way —— 


Pyr. The Rack? How I deſpiſe thy feeble Menaces! 
I thought thou bad'{ known me better, than to think 


Abr. O Crueiry! —- I cannot bear that Thought ”" 
Your other Rival is —— 
Pyr. O hold —— _ 
Thou may ſt too late perbaps repent this Raſhneſ: Wh 
Beſides, I know and fee it in his Eyes, F 


From thee, or any other but my ſelf, 
Will not prevent the Torments he has threater'd. 

Mah. Thou counſell'ſt well; I take thee at thy Word; 
Nothing ſhall do it, but thy own Confeſſion, 
Which, ſpight of thee, Racks ſhall at laſt extort. 

Abr. He has no ſeaſe of manly Bravery, 

But thinks all Souls as little as his own, 

Mah. | thank thee-—— Thou doſt well to rail away 
My fooliſn 1: of Love which curb'd my Vengeance; 
And let my Fury looſe to blaſt you both. | _ 
Agiu at their Embraces?:— Oh Diſtractien 
Guards, fe:z2 em both, aid drag em both to Dexth 
Come bock, ye Slaves; he dies that touches her; 
W bece is thy { Fury raw ? 

Avr. Why tint chou, Tyrant, 

To gain my Favour by thy fooliſh Mercy? 


— , 
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V Death had pleas'd me more. 
Mah, 1 know it, Sorc'refs ; 
there fore thou (hilt not die No, I've refoly'd 
|: once to ſatiate my Revenge, and Love, 
ſar em aſunder, and then bear her hence. 
Ar, Farewel, my Love; when thy great Soul has left 
ſky tortur'd Body, ſtay a Moment for me; 

Dyer a while in this inferior Region; 

h o'ertake thee foon — Then vre'll defle _ 

[his Haughty Tyrant's Rage, and mount together. [ Exit. 
ab. Guards, execute your Orders on thoſe Slave 
. Without Reluctance | embrace my Doom; 

n hould indeed deferve the odious Brand 

foul Ingratitude, ſhould J conceal 

ou: Danger; for you're ſtill my Royal Maſter, 

I Love has made this fatal Breach between us. 

na thus ſubmiſſive I implore your Pardon [ Kneel;, 
rh indecent Words my Rage has utter d. 

þ careful of your Safety — I ſuſpect 

me for m'd Deſign againſt your Government; 

nd lt (ev'n ſince I've known you for my Rival) 

hie 1abour'd to prevent it. Think not this 

dae Submiſſion , to prolong my Life; 

ould not now accept of ſuch a Favour. 

Mob, *Tis falſe — Bat think not thou ſhalt thus diſarm 
Vengeance — Guards, do 25 you firſt were order'd; 

a bim, as I commanded, beer the Rack; 

well deſerves it, if for nothing elle, 

or bis ſawey Love lis Crime's the fame 
th 1's who Rivall'd the great Thunderer: 

Kefore it is but juſt his Puniſhment 

ad be the fame which that raſh Fool endur d. 

| dere it in my Pow'r to make his Pains 
Valling too; like that, this bold Ixion 


P 


ces! 


Ford; 


} 
| 
: 


* 


— 
> — — — — — 
— 


——j— 


76 Abra- Mule : Or, 
f Should ſuffer in a Circle of freſh Woe; -. 


A Round of til! returning Torment feel, | ve 
? And groan out Ages on the racking Wheel, [Ex « c 
$ Pyr. See her go more! O harſh Decree of Fate! 4 

'Y And them to think what will become of her, 4 


Left to a Tyrant's Rage-— That's double Torture. 
| Offic, My Lord, we mult obey the Sultan's Order, 
{ By leading you to Death. 
Pyr. Ha! well remember'd! 
My Soul was ſo entirely taken up 
Wich Thought of her, that loſt in Contemplation, 
I ſwear I had forgot I was to die 
Nor is it ſtrange——1've more than dy'd already, 
Have born a far more cruel Separation 
Thai that of Soul and Body ——O my Torment! 
O haſte, and bear me to the Rack for eaſe. 
Y Office. Your Mightineſs muſt ſhare a milder Fate. 
{To the Kiſle 

Pyr. My Friend to die ?--Then oncemorel'm a Coward 
This weight of Woe falls heavier on my Soul, 
Than all 1 yet have ſuffer'!——O my Friend, 
Am I the curſt Occaſion of thy Death? 
5 Have I betray'd thy Innocence to Ruin? 
| The Tortures of a thouſand Wheels and Engines 
Are downy Beds of Eaſe, and ſoft Repoſe, 
F To that Soul-racking Thought, 
Kiſt, My Lord, you wrong me, 
| While you with ſuch Concern reſent my Death. 
Your Sorrow calls me Coward but unjuſtly -—— 
I have s Soul that ſcorns the fear of dying. 

Pyr. O wond'rous Courage! 
But ſtill Pm curſt the more, by being the Ruin 
Of fo much Worth I could, without regret, 
| In my own Perſun die a thouſand Deaths; 
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has to die in thee is inſupportable. | 
"fic, My Lords, we mult diſpatch; for all thoſe Baſs; Ill. 
Thoſe Heads the raging Multitude demanded, 1 | 
ut ſuffer with you. [0 
dy, Ha! not bear the Rack? 
0:4, No, my Lord. 

. No, tis not juſt they ſnould I am their Gen ral, 
d by ſuperior Eminence demand 

ger ſhare of Fate. Nor is it fit | 
tey ſhould aſpire to rival me in Death, 11 
me on-— PI ſtrip off this vile, leſs' ning Habit, | 
d deck myſelf with all the Pomp of War: 

jen, as it is my Duty, head my Soldiers 

dthis our laſt, but far more glorious Conflict. | 
hinks l'm more at Eaſe, now Death approaches, [| 
rute of any future Separation | | 
wm her I love | | 
e ſoon ſhall meet, never to part again 

dat my Hopes ate center'd; and by that 

„gi ation wound fo high, that now 

Soul, intent on Paradiſe and Her, 

on the Rack its Firmneſs ſhall maintain; 

« vr2pt in Thought, and negligent of Pain, ¶ Exeunt. 
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Enter Soly man and Haly, 11 


HUSE to be tortur'd, rather than diſcover | ll! 
His mortal Foe? What Freuzy has poſſeſs d thee? 
nel. My Lord, I cannot wonder 
Auch amazing Genepotity 
aß H clief; but that you ate conceal d 
D 3 


78 Abra - Male : Or, 


From Mahomet by the Viſier, is as true 
As that I have your P romiſe to ſucceed him. 
Sol. O matchle(s Inftance of Heroick Virtue! 
Bur if the Greatneſs of his Soul be tinctur'd 
With the leaſt Mixture of Humanity, 
I ſhall be yet accus'd He's more than Hero, 
If having felt the Tormeants of the Rack, 
He fill perſiſt Yendure thoſe ling ring Pains 
To Death it ſelf; and all to ſave the Life 
Of his moſt crue] and invat'rate Foe; 
Tis not to be conceiv'd; he muſt betray me, 
And Ruin yet attends me, 
Hal. To prevent it, 
Youmnuſt with all imaginable Speed 
Diſarm your Brother of the Pow'r to hurt you; 
And with your beſt Addreſs and Reſolution 
Puſh on your great Deſign, and ripen Fate. 
This very Moment the Divan is fitting 
In ſecret Conſultation, to dethrone 
The Sultan; and in leſs than half an Hour 
The black depoling Fefa will be ſigu d. 
Enter Cuproli. 
But Cuproli appes rs; his Haſte and Looks 
Speak it already done. 
Cupr. Hail, mighty Solyman ! 
Great Monarch, hail I come with full Commiſſion 
To greet theeby that Title — Knte), my Friend. ¶ Both £1 
Thus we ſalute you Emperor, and thus 
Preſent the Homage of the whole Divan. 
gol. Riſe, worthy Friends; and, with my charming Ecpr 
Still (hare my Heart, -— But ſay, how fares the Vifter! 
Ere this he has accus'd me Ist not fo ? | 
Cupr. O fear not him— No Human Force em ſhake 


When he has once reſolv d. 
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90. Not all the lying Legends of Antiquity 
Can ſhew a Heroe that cer ſuffer d more 
For his dear Country, or his dearer Friend, 
Thin he has for his greateſt Enemy. 
o him I owe my Life, my Love, and Empire; 
To him, whoſe Life and Honour I betray d. 
This unexampled Brav'ry fo affects me, 
That I could weep for his untimely Fall; 
And curſe my ſelf, the Author of his Ruin: 
But is he dead ? 
Cupr. *Tis ſure he cannot live; 
but whether he bas yet expir'd, I know not. 
Sol. If there remain a Poſhbility 
Oi Gving him, VI! inſtantly give Orders 
To have his Lite prefery'd, and all Means us'd 
To heal bis Wounds ; and wiſh twere in my Power 
To make ſuch Worth Immortal. [ Exit Soly man. 
Cupr. Your Commands : 
ill come too late; ſpight of your Care he dies: 
And by his Fall I rife to all thoſe Honours 
To which my reſtleſs Soul has long afpir'd. 
At length, my Friend, I've reach'd the glorious Goal; 
ad now methinks the Charms of Greatneſs ſeem 
ors beautiful than ever: The bright Object, 
JNawn nearer to me, raviſhes my Sight, 
nd lm traniported with Exceſs of Pleaſure, 
Hal. Suſpend your Raptures till you've gain'd the Pil 
Febr. O! I'm ſecure; as fully farisfy'd 
i: if | had receiv'd the great Commiſſion. 
Hal. Then you are {ure t' obtain the Grant of it 
From Solyman ? 
C:pr, Moſt certain. 
Hal, Has he promis d? 
Cupr. No, but you know we two divide his Heart, 
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No Man, I'm certain, has a greater ſhare 


| + Tho? that be but a ſmall Advantage o'er thee, 


\ 
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He can deny us nothing. | 

Hal, Perhaps he can. 

Cupr. Why? 

Hal, Becauſe it is not in his Pow'r to give 
The {ame Degree of Honour to us both. 

Cxpr. But he has (tore of Honours to diſpoſe of. 

Hal. But not of equal Value, 

Cupr. Ha! What mean'it thou? 

Hal, Only to let you ſee that tis yet poſſible 

You may be diſappointed. 
Cupr, Why? Your Reaſon? 


ch 
Hal. Becauſe the new-made Sultan, to my Knowledge ill '; 
giv'n his Royal Promiſe to another, e u 
Cupr. Thou haſt not plaid me falſe ? Hal 
Hal. No, Im not falſe to you; I've only been tho 
True to my ſelf —— that's all, * 
Cupr. Thou haſt not gain'd 120 
The Viſier's Office, ſure? 1 
Hal. I have. e, 
Cupr. Amazement! | & 
Art thou a Friend ? ich 


Hal, A true one to my ſelf. 
Cupr. Infamous Villain! — But thou frifleſt witi; me, 
Of Soiyman's Affections than my ſelf, 
Hal, ] grant it Not a greater, but as great: 
We two are equal Sharers of his Heart; 
And I, by ſpeaking firſt, have gain'd my Point. 


Yet when both Sides are at an even Poiſe 
A Grain will turn the Ballance. 
Cupr. Treach'rous Miſcreant ! 
Falle undermining Traitor Haſt thou then 
Dectiy'd my honeſt, nſuſpecting Heart? 


Love and Empire. 
didſt thou not diſcover thy Pretenſions 
lore ? 

Hal. Becauſe I then had loſt my Aim. 

ch Diſcov'ry had difſoly'd the Tie 

our Cabal, and made a Breach between us. 


( ſeeming well contented with that Honour 
uch you Alotted for me, I improv'd 

| your Endeavours to my own Advantage; 

id gain d that Dignity by your Aſſiſtance, 

ch you expected to have gain'd by mine. 


e worſt of Falſnood, to ſupplant thy Friend. 


thou and I uſurp that facred Title? 
endſi ip is ſtill accompany'd vith Virtue, 


us a Stranger to ſuch Breaſts as ours. 

e, we can join in Factions and Cabals, 
form Conſpiracies; but il] the Bond 

ch holds our mercenary Souls together 

ur own Iat'reſt Ho couldſt thou expect 
me, 
* nas very a Villain as thyſelf, 


Fury higher; that's ſuperfluous Folly : 
ufferable Injury thou halt done me 
loudly for Revenge-——1'l! pay it home; 
more ll make the Viſier's Ohce vacant, 
Hough thy Heart. 
1. Be not too conhdents 

{151d that Schman has not conferr'd 
Oſdce on Perſon who wants Power 


WY age to defend it, 
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! now by ſoothing thee with flatt ring Hopes, 


ways lodg'd in great and gen'rous Minds: 


0. Haſt thou the Front to glory in thy Falſhood? 


Hal. My Friend? Why, Fool, ſnould ſuch notorious Villains . 


nihip in me? when thou long ſince haſt known ' 


, Thou need it not by provoking Words enflime 


[ Draws. 


- | 
Draws, 


Fight. 
Cupr, 
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To have my Pardon ſeal'd by that brave Man, 


Dr 


Cupr. Thou baſt conquer d 
I have my Death. 

Hal. Both conquer'd, and both Conqu rors. 
Thou haſt return d the fatal Wound I gave theez 
And loaded with the Weight of all my Crimes, 
I fiok with thee, never to riſe again, 

Cupr. How -dilmal does approaching Death appear 
To Souls oppreſs'd with Guile? Ere this I fear 
The V. ſier's dead & 
And no Forgiveneſs can be hop'd from bim- | 
Yet twould abate the Hell within my Breafi, 


And that fair Innocence, whom we have wrong d. 
Bur ſee——She-comes——Let us, with our laſt Breath, 
Confeſs our Viilanies, and die before her, 
Mourniag our Crimes, and gafping for her Pardon. 

Enter At ra with Guards, aud L203. 

Abra. Deatb's buſy ev ry where Thro all the Court 

T meet with novght but Hurry and Confuſion 
This way | heard the Noife of claſhing Swords; 


And now my Fancy is fo full of Death, Furl 
That all its Horrors are familiar co me. * 

Perhaps my Lord has taken his Advantage ey 
Of this Diforder; and ſ me lucky Accident © ert 


Giv'n him an Opportunity t eſcape 
By Force of Arms-— Hal What dite Obje&t's this 
What are you?-— Speax f you have Breath to tell me 

Cupr. O Empreſs! O thou injur'd Innocence, 
In us behold che Authors of your Woes 
Dying, and with their lateſt Breath confeffing 
Their unexampled Viilanies, 

Abra. What mean you? 

Hal. By our Contrivance you were firſt diſcoyer d 
To uabemet; and from that fatal Source 


Floy 
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flow'd all your Mis'ries . 
Cupr, By our Inſtigation 
The 2m'rous Solyman depos d his Brother, 
in! brought the Gallant Viſier to his End. 
Abr. Then he is dead - O exectable Villains 
Cur, All that we novy perition is your Fardon 
gat not our Grodns, and penetential Tears. 
Abr. Tf my Forgiveneſs will allay your Pains, 
i have i For my Vengeance reaches not 
eyond the Grave. | 

1 Ubi, 
Cupr, For ever crown you. Dies 
4/14, Remove em from my fight*-Theſe faithful Soldiers, 
[ * The Guards carry the Bodies offs . 
em Love and Rev'rence for their murder'd Gen ral 
we thus inſpir'd to ſerve me for his fake, 
d iree me from Conſinement, contrary 
 Mahomet's Command, who ſtrictly charg'd them 
guard me ſafe on Forfeit of their Lives; | 
ele very faithful Soldiers may perhaps 
lucther inſtrumental to the Juſtice 
ich J have vow'd For can I think with Patience, 
reflect upon the barb'rous Ulage, 
* cruel Tor ments which have heen inflicted 
the beſt of Men? Can I reflect 
an his cracking Joints, and broken Limbs ; 
8 all that fad Variety of Pains, 
* he diſtended on the curſed Engine, 
*:! 1: mangled Body groaning felt? 
think on this, and be content 
Teics, and vain Complainings?—— Thoſe indeed 
ad relax leſs Miſeries But now 

g but jaſt Revenge can eaſe my Soul, 


by 


urt 


u me. 
Ce, 


Enter 
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Euter Soly man with Fanizaries. 
Sol. Forgive me, Madam, that I again preſume; 


Unſent for, to intrude into your Preſence 
Treribling and doubtful I wich Dread approach you lo 
Ferring your Frowns, yet hoping that the Zeal by 
Which I bave ſhewn to ſerve you, will at leaſt V 
Procure my Pardon —- Furious Mahomet, * 
Who threaten d you with Rape, and horrid Torture, W 
Is for your fake throwa from the Regal Seat; bo 
Pve reſcu'd you from his Tyrannick Cruelty, A 
And now am come with humbleſt Adoration, W 
To lay a kinder Monarch at your Feet. 
Abr, Fate has in part prevented my Revenge; Fe 
\But I muſt further it Aide 
My Lord, I freely own your gen'rous Love 
Merits the beſt Return that I can make; 
Nor would I prove ungrateful True, I own C: 
I lov'd the Viſier with exceſs of Paſſion : Of 
But ſince a cruel Tyrant's lawleſs Doom * 
Has ſnatch'd him from my Arms; why ſhould I waſte Ti 
My youtbfu! Bloom, and pine my feif away hi 
In iruitleſs Grief ? Why rather ſhould I not T 
Receive 2 gen'rous Prince to my Embraces, 4 
Whoſe Kingly Qualities fo well deſerve : 
More Charms than I can give ! Dt 
Sol. O Ecſtaſie of Joy! — Tranſporting Sounds! y 
Abr. But yet, my Lord, I cannot difengage 1 
Myſelf from that dear Man; till I have ſeen dl 
His Death reveng'd, and ample Juſtice done g 
On all his Foes; that Debt I muſt diſcharge, 4 
Before I can transfer my Love to you. : 
Sol. Why I've already taken ample Vengeance . 
On Mahomet Is not the loſs of Empire 7 
Snficient Puniſhment? | 


Er 


Love and Empire. 
Enter Marama. 

Mar. O fly, my: Lord, 
Or ſtand upon your Guard —— Fierce Mahomet, 
loform'd of what has paſs'd in the Divan, 
By the loud Triumphs of the ſhouting Soldiers; 
Who ev'ry where reſound your Name to Heay's  : 
With Fury in his Eyes is poſting hither 
With a ſtrong Guard to ſeize the beauteous Emprels, 
But when he finds you here, you mult expect 
A (harp Encounter — His Deſpair and Rage 
Will prompt him to prodigious Acts of Valour. 

Sol. ] dread him not; the Courage oi my Soldiers 
forbids my Fear. 

Omn, We'll die for Solyman. ' 

Enter Mahomet with Fanizaries; 

Mah, Aſtoniſhment! Am I again prevented? 
Can I not from the univerſal Wreck 
Of all my Fortunes fave one fingle Gem? 
asc not enough —— Ha! Villain, is it thou? 
Th unnatural Uſurper of my Throne? 
Art thou that hated Rival, whom till now 
The partial Fates have ſhelter'd from my Vengeance? 
dus think not yet t eſcape—— Thou haſt not hers 
Tae Rebel Multitude to aid thy Treaſon ; 
but with theſe few of my yet Loyal Subjects, 
on this Spot chaſtiſe thy Inſolence. 
vehoid me, Traitor, ſee this injur'd Face, 
and tremble at my Juſtice. 

Sel, Sure thou think'ſt, 
n, deſperate Priace, t'unking me with thy Threats; 
And puff me from my Throne with biuſt'ring Words: 
but thou wilt find I am too firmly ſeated — 
aud you, who dare oppoſe your lawful Soy'reiga, 
By publick Voice EleGted, and acknowledg d 
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By all the Army and the whole Divan; 

Urge not your Fates, by clinging round the Ruins 
Of that abandon'd Monarch; but in time 
Forſake him, and implore the Royal Mercy, 

Or 1 will uſe you as the worſt of Traitors: 
ub. Reſign that ſingle Beauty to my Arms, 
And thou ſhalt undiſturb'd enjoy the Ermpite, 

Sol. Refign her? -— No ] ſooner would forego 

My Crown — For know, *twas Love, and not Ambition, 

That rais'd me to Imperial Digaity ; 

And had I never rivall'd thee in Love, 

I never had in Empire. 

| Mah, Then no more 

Of Parly —— Come, fall on, my Loyal Soldiers, 
And it we conquer, you (hall tare the World. 


Deſerted ? left by all? NO This is mine, 
My faithful Subject fil} — My Sword is yet 
No Traitor, but proves Loyal to the laſt. 
[Kills two of the Fanizaries, and. conti muss fighting 
Sol. 1 charge you hurt him not — On your Allegiance 
| Take bim alive So Gur him ſafe to Priſon —— 
Away With bi [ Mah. is diſaum d and talen. 
Mah. Ay, lead me to my Priſon: 
Kind Fate ere long will give me my Neleaſe. 
| For thee, thou Traitor, did not Rage and Hate 
Uaſpire me more to curſe, than pity thee ; 
| I could bewail thee, rather than my ſelf, 
| For Oh! thou art enter'd' on a- World of Mie fy3 
And ſoon with me wilt find, by dite Experience, 
No Government can e er be ſafe, that's founded 
| Da Luſt, on Murder, and Deſpotick Pow?: 
ris not in lawleſ Strength to tum and manage 


bis cumb'rous and unwieldy Bulk of Empite: 


Wbich 


. —— —' 


Prepare to fight; Mahomet's Fanizaries revolt. 
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Which, like the refileſs Sea; ſtill works and toſiès, 
Vex'd wich continual Change and Revolution. 
How few of my unhappy Succeſſors 
Will ſcape my Fate — Ev'a while we keep the Throne, 
We fear thoſe Subject: Threats, on whom we frown; 
Infringe their Liberty, and loſe our own :. : 
And hourly prove, by Arbitrary Sway, | 
That he's the greateſt Slave whom none but Slaves obey; 
[Exit guardedi 
Sol. How am I hurry'd on, and plunge in Guilt! —— 
Diſtracting Horror! — Bur l think no more on't -—— 
\way, ye gloomy Thoughts, and leave my Soul 
To Bliſs and Raptures inconceiveable. 
O come, my Love; delay my Joys no longer, 
Cr I ſhall die with ardent Expectation, 
abr. No my vow'd Vengeance is not yet completed 
One of the Viſier's Foes remains unpuniſh'd. 
For well I know that thou, injurious Prince, 
Haſt been the curſt Contriver of his Death. 
and think not that thy boundleſs Pow'r and Greatneſs 
Shall diſappoint my Juſtice By one Stroke 
rom all thy Wrongs my Virtue thus I free, 
And kill my felf, to be reveng d on thee, 
[ Stabs her ſelf, Sol. wrenches the Dagger from her 
gol. Death and Deſpair! is this the Conſfummarica 
Of all my Hopes? Theſe my expected Raptures? 
© *rovas too truly aim'd —— The curſed Steel 
Has made its way through the ſoft fnowy Breaſt, 
and the warm Liſe- blood bubbles from the Wound. 
Jr. No —— You've prevented ms — Pye only raa d 
The Surface of the kin But tis i vain! 
still Death is in my Pow'r, and ſhall yet tree me 
hom Violence and Oppreſſion. 
gol. Now by Honcut, 
ere 
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Im no Raviſher, no Mahomee ; | 

Not your chaſt Soul can flart with more 8 

At ſuch inhuman Crimes Some dreadful Curſe, 

If poſſible; more dreadful than your Hate, ; 

Light on me, if I ever uſe my Pow'r 

To ſeize by Force what you deny to Love: 

Abr. And may that Curſe be trebled on this Head, 
If ever I comply with the Deſires 
Of any {ſecond Lord. And think not, Sir, 
That 1 with baſe Ingratitude requite 
The noble, gen'rous Promiſe you have made me; 
This Vow, which I repeat, has long been on me, 
And, if I would, I cannot now be yours. 

Enter Pyrrhus with an Offer, 

Offic. Your Orders, Royal Sir, came not too late; 

The Viter lives; - — 

And ſee he comes to thank you. 

Pyr. Gratitude 

Muſt yieid to Love — My 80 ul Emöbracimg. 
Abr. My deareſt Lord, 

Is't poſſible, and can I think it true, 

That you're again reſtor'd to my Embraces? 

Tis ſo He lives. 
Pyr. O unexpected Bleſſing ! 
Sol. Villains, Traitors! 

How gain'd he Entrance? 

Offic.. By your own Command 
Sol. Tis falſe — Thou ly*ft-— True, I diſpatch'd my Order: 

To fave bis Lite, but not to bring him hither, 

Offie, Forgive the Error of your Slave; I knew not 

His Preſence would offend ou. 

Sol, Offend me? Can there be a greater Plague 
Than Rival Love —— — Away, yeimpious Ruffians, 
L* Guards offer to part em. 
Touch 


1 


Touch 'em not for your Lives; you now obey 

4 virtuous Lover, not a lufiful Tyrant, 

Yet hear, ye fond ones; is not, tis not prudent 
To tempt me — Theſe Embraces may be fatal 
[They ſeparate 
Pyr. My Lord, my Emperor 

Sol, Ere thou proceed, 

iy by what Miracle thou haſt recover'd 

e Torments of the Rack: For thou appear ſt 
Juhurt, as it no Violence had been offer'd. 

0c, My Lord, none has been offer d; this great Mas 
Has ever had the Soldiers Hearts, and that 

as Ho preſerv d him: For thoſe Officers 

Whom Mahomet entruſted with bis Fate, 

Hearing the joyful Multitude with Shouts 

Neſdund your Name, and ſeeing all Things tend 

To this great Revolution, pladly took 

The Opportunity; and for his fake 

Deferr'd the Execution of their Orders: 

hoping this ſudden Change of Government 

Would prove a Means to ſave him, The Succeſs 

Bis crown'd their Hopes, Juſt at that happy Juncture 
four welcome Orders came to have him ſavd. 
or. Is then his Safety owing to your Goodneſs? 

[ Tp Solyman; 
2d did you hold me in Suſpence fo long. 

ily ro make your Bounty more ſurprizing? 

under ſtand it now O, tacred Sir. 

De ſſings ever crown your Princely Head. 

ody you ſtill delign'd we ſhould be happy 

nnn Love — Alas! your Looks are chang d 
Terror, and you flernly menace Death ——» 

do not, do not fright ne, Sir, again: 

icnmble at your Frowns >— Still you are angry, 


And 
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And ſome deep Thought is rolling in your Breaſt. 
Fatal, I fear, to us. = Yet, O my Lord, 
If we mult die 
Sol, No; you ſhall live, and ſhare 
My Favours; he my Friend, and you my Empreſs. 
Pyr. To thoſe who love like us, 'ris certain Dzath 
To part; and if you ſeparate, you kill. 
O do not, by this aſter-Act of Cruelty, 
Reſame your gen'rous Grant; but as you're virtuous, 
Complete the Juſtice which you haye begun, 
And yield her ro my Arms, 
Sol. Let, yet beware, and urge me not too far 
"Tis dang*rous dallying with a Prince's F y 
Forego her? Quit her? Yield ber to my Rival? 
What? Have I ſuffer'd fo much racking Pain, 
Involv'd my ſelf in fo much Guilt and Horror, 
And made my ſelf fo curſt — to make Thee happy? 
Muft I have no Reward for all my Toil ? 
And thou enjoy 
Unheard-of Infolence! 
Abr. Then we are loſt again, and muſt endure 
The Torments of a ſecond Separation. 

Hr. Why, tis the cruel Artifice of Fate 
Thus to refine, and vary on cur Woes; 
To raiſe us from Deſpair and give us Hopes, 
Only to plunge us in the Gulf again, 
And make us doubly wretched —— Yet while Life 
Remains, I cannot totally deſpair, 
O Sir, if Paſſion has not quite unman'd you, 
With Patience hear 2 Suit which all juſt Kings 
Will grant, and none but Tyrants can deny. 
And you, my Friends, if I have any here, 
Kacel with me all; that with united Pray'rs 
We may o'erpow r- bir, and his Refolations 
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Oppreſ#'d with {Anltitudes, be forc d to yield, [47 kneel. 

Sol. Treaſon, Confpiracy —— Riſe, Traitors, riſe; 
He dies that kneels ——* Tis Treaſon to Petition. [All riſe, 
What? My Maran too? Art thou confed'rate 
Againſt thy Sov'reign? Am I thus abandou d? 
Not one to own my Cauſe? Go, call my Friends, 
Hali and Cuproli, to my Aſſiſtance 
They will not ſure deſert me. 

Offic. Royal Sir, 
'Till nove we fear'd to tell you that your Friends 
Are by each other in in fingle Combat, 
Contending for the Viſier's Office 

Sol, Ha! 
Syſt thou? What, ſlain? And by each other's Hands? 
ore Horror till! — But let me pauſe a little —- 
My Friends were Villains — and this dreadful Inſtance 
Of Juſtice ſtrikes into my lab'cing Soul 
Singing Remorſe ; and, {pight of all Endeavours 
To drown its Cries, Reaſon will now be heard. 

Pyr, See, he relents, his Reſolution ſtaggers 
Now, now my Love 

Alx. What is it, Sir, that troubles 

gur Royal Breaſt? ! 

My nothing diſcompoſe it; and however 
You ſhall diſpoſe of my poor Lord, and me, 
et al] be eaſie there. 

Sol. For this laſt Goodneſs, 
{ poſſible, I love rhee more than ever; 
how then ean I refign thee ? 

Hör. If your Love 
te virtuous and fincere, you will refign me. 

Sol. Impoſſible ! Thou talk'ſt of Contradictious 
Ur thus, if to forego thee be a Proof 

pr OO ©! rug Affection let my Rival ſhew ir 


Pr. 
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| Preſſes upon me with reſiſtleſs Force 
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Without the leaſt int Proſpect of Advantage, 


That you will never force me to your Bed? 


” Barb'rouſly ruin the moſt perfect Pair 
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Pyr. I would, by all my Hopes, if you were Pyrhus 
And 1 were Solyman, 

Sal, Why, what's the Diff'rence? 

Abr. Did I not ſwear ? Did I not tell you, Sir, 
That if I would, I cannot now be yours? 

Sol, Thou didſt— Oh! Curſt Remembrance! 

Abr. And have I not your Royal Oath and Promiſ:, 


Sol. O name it not — My honeſt Soul abhors 
The very Mention of ſo damn'd a Villany. 
Pyr. And will you then defraud us of each other, 
Without the leaſt Advantage to your Self, 
Oaly to make us wretched ? ! 
Sel, No — Since ſhe never can be mine, twill proye 
Some Satisſaction to my tortur'd Soul 
To think ſke's not anotaer's, 
Pyr. Thoſe Expreſſions 
Perbaps might well befit a Tyrant's Mouth; 
But ſure a juſt and virtuous Prince can take 
No Pleaſure ia th' unmerited Afflictiont 
Of thoſe who never wrong'd him 
Sol. *Tis not to be withſtood — The Strength of Reaton 


never can poſſeſs her - · but by Violence; 
And that my Nature ſprinks at —— Shall I then 


That ever Nature fram'd ; to whom l owe 
My Life, and one of whom far more than Life I love: 
Shall I with Brutal Rage deſtroy ſach Excellence, 


Unleſs it be to brad my Name with lafamy, 

And write my ſelf upon immortal Record 

A Villain, and a Tyrant? —-— No, [il periſh firſt, 

Abr. How Indignation flaſhes from his Eyes! Une 
nie; 
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Vnleſs he ſpeedily pronounce our Doom, 
Fear will diſpatch me, and prevent his Sentence. 
Sol. But how to part with her? — There, there's the Diffi» 
culty | 
t cannot be Cannot ? — O vain Deluſion ——— 
0 Fallacy of Thought —— True, it exceeds 
My Pow'r, to ceaſe to Love—— But tho a Wretch 
cor ch'd in a Feaver, cannot ceaſe to thirſt, 
Yer may he throw the baneful Draught away; 
Ir beg ſome Friend to bind his deſp'rate Arms: 
Yay chuſe the preſent Mis'ry, to avoid 
greater in Reverſion; and endure 
The Cravings of unſatisfy'd Deſire. 
cen rehgn her then — Tho? with ſtrong Tortures, 
RelaRtant Strugglings and convulſive Pangs 
Take, take her hold if you regard your Lives, 
{ They offer to Embrace; 
Or dread my juſt Revenge; forbear your Fondneſs 
dor plague me with your Thanks — For if ſhe ſpeaks 
| [ They offer ts kneel. 
enten ey relapſe again —— And Oh! be cautious, 
a", inconhd'rate Pair, be {ure avoid 
'y Preſence ; never let me ſce you moe 
or if you do You may bewail your Folly 
yet divided from each other's Arms, 
curſt, and rage, and burn in vain, I do. [ Exit, 
. He's gone — The great Debate at laſt is ended — 
10 now we ſafely may indulge our Love: 
'my Heart's Joy! who can expreſs my Happineſs, 
' ſfretch Imagination to conceive 
e Raptures of my Sou 
r. None, none but J, 
ho ſhare the mighty Tranſport, can conceive it; 
6r can ey'a I expres it. 


ye 


Unleig 


TR * * 


p G by * * my 8 
- BA . a” al n 
6 — r — * = x ——— - —ᷣ- 0 f 

4 k 8. | —— — — "IS 


p 145 w 


94 Abra - Mule: Or, 
Pyr. Speak thou, Zaida, 
Allay this vaſt Exceſs of boundleſs Pleaſure, 
And bring us back to common Senſe again. 
Zaid. I fear indeed I ſhall allay your Pleaſure 
Your Friend, my Lord 
Pyr. O, were my Friend in Danger, 
Ev'n now I could not be entirely happy: 
But he is ſafe .. My lat'reſt in the Soldiers, 
Which {fy'd me from the Rack, preſerv'd his Life. 
Zaid. Then you are bleſs d indeed, and 1 with ſoy 
Equal to yours congratulate your Happiaeſs. 
Enter the Killer Aga. 
Xifi, Hearing the welcome News of your Succels, 
I come, my Lord, to ſhare your Satisfaction. 
Fyr. The Bus'neſs of my Life ſhall be to thank thee. 
"Tis fit at preſent we conſult our Safety, 
Diſpatch with all imaginable Speed, 
And leave the Court this Night. 
Kiſt. Tis true, you cannot 
Be too ſecure Tho now there is no Danger 
For Sciyman already is involy'd 
In State ffairs, on every fide ſurrounded 
With thronging Counſellors and buſie Crouds: 
And now the Care of a diſtracted Empire, 
Juſt at his firſt Acceſſion to the Throne, 
Will take up all his Soul, and cure perhaps 
The Torments of bis Lev .. !ö⸗⁊ß1v?Ʒ 
Hr. Grant, Heav'n, it may: 
T would not have him wretched; . 0 my Friend, 
Benold th' [mpartial Hand of Juſtice! Mahome: 
(Tho' I were moſt ungrateful rot to mourn 
His Fall) has ſuffer'd, by the Loſs of Empire, 
The Puriſhment due to injurious Tyrants, 
Hal: and Cuproli by Death bave met 
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e Villain's juſt Reward EV’ n Solyman, 
„0 good and gen'rous in his Temper, feels 

1: dire Effects of deviating from Virtue. 

only, who with Innocence unſhaken 

ve flood th' Aſſaults of Fortune, now are happy, 
x tho' the worſt of Men by high Permiſſion 
while may Alouriſh, and the Beſt endure 

be Merpeſt Tryals of exploring Mis' ry; 

et et Mankind from thele Examples learn, 

dat pow'rful Villany at laſt ſhal: mourn; 

g injur'd Virtue Triumph in its Turn, 


| 
| 
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[ Exeunt Onmes, 
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N +7 ne to the Critick; was directe 4; 
Bur Ion, Ye Fair, muſt never he negli, 
To You our Poet nom his Homage pays; 


War bare Forgiveneſs will hi: Genias raiſe: 
In Taſtes like Yours to pardon is to praiſe. 
Ant true, we're pleading a young Anther's Canſe; , 


But Youth and Beauty never yet were Foes. 
Do You Gut fhew your Goodne/; and Compaſſion, 


The Men, of Courſe, will give their Approbation. 
For if they grant none as the Poet s Due, 


They ll ſure be kind in Complaiſance to You: 

If not with us, with you they will comply, | 
Exert the Lover all, and lay the Critick by. | 
Pleas d and ſerine you ſaw the Princely Gueſt, 
When Wind ſor was with This bright Preſence bleſts 

Still may the kind Impreſſion here ſurvive, 
And we enjoy theſe Smiles by which we live. 
How did the Royal Youth, with wond ring Eyes, 
Behold ! and gladly own the ſweet Surprize ! 
Ama d at ſuch Variety of Charms, 

Careleſs of Fame, and leſs in love with Arms! 
Almoſt unwilling to purſue the War, 

Aud en for Empire to forſake the Fair. 

But, as by Engliſh Beauties fort d to yield; 4 
May he &y Engliſh Heroes win the Field: 
Proczere the Revolution he deſcres, 

And ſafe poſſeſs the Beauty he admires. 

Thus may ti, auſpiciens Prince ſecurely move, 
And far more Foys than our new Sultan prove, 
Completely bleſt in Empire, and in Love. 
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